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The Prologue. 

C H O R V S. 

T Wo houfholds both alike in dignitie, 

(In ftire Verona where we lay our Scene ) 
From ancient grudge, breake to new mutinie. 

Where ciuill bloud makes ciuillhands vncleane: 
From forth the fat all loynes ofthefe two foes , 
exf paircof Starr i-crojl louers take their life : 
Whofe mifaduentur’d pit t ions ouerthrowes , 

Doth with their Death burie their Parents firife . 

F hefearefull pa fag e of their Death-mar kt loue. 
And the continuance of their Parents rage } 

Which but their childrens end, nought could remoue .» 
Is now the two houres trafcqueofour Stage . 

F he which if you with patient eares attend , 

What here Jhall miffe, our toyle jhalljlriue to mend „ 





the most EXCE L' 

lent and lamentable 

Tragedie of Romeo and 

I V L I E T. 

Enter Sampfon and Gregori e, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the tieuje of Capulet • 

)Amp. Gregorie , on my word weele not caric Coles, 
^Greg. No, for then we fhould be Collyers, 
l Samp. Imeane, and we be in choller, weele draw. 
[Greg. I while you liue, drawe your Neckcoutof 
the Coller. 

Samp. I flrike quickly being moued. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. Adoggeofthehoufcof Mountague moucsme. 

Greg, to moue is to ftirrc , and to be valiant, is to (land, 
Therefore if thou art moued thou run’ll away. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhallmoue me to Hand. 

I will take the w'allofany Min or Maide of Miuntaguet, 

Greg. That flie wes thee a weake flaue , for the weakeil goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true , and therefore women being the weaker 
vtffeE are rucr thru!! to the wall : therefore I willpufh M<,nn- 
tagnn men from the wall, and tbruft his Maides to the wall. 

Greg The quar ell is brtwcene our ma(lexs,& vs their men. 

SArnp. T'svali nc 1 will fhcW my lc Ife a tyrant, when 1 haue 
fought with the men,I will be ci.uell with the Maides,! will cut 
off their Heads. 

Grego. The heads oftlje Maides, 

A a Samp. 
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The mejl Lament able T rage die 

Samp. I the heads of the maides,or their maiden heads, take 
it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe , that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele, while I am able to (land, andti* 
knowne I am a pretty peccc of flefh, 

(yrego. Tis well thou art not fifh , if thou hadft , thou hadft 
beenepoore Iohn : dravvthy toole here comes ofthehoufe of 
Mount agues. 

Enter two other feruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, tutne thy back and runne? 

Samp. Feare me nor. 

( fre . No marrie , I feare thee. 

Samp. Let vs take the Lawofour fidcs Jet them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowne as I pafle by,& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare, Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgracc to them i( they bcare ir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I doc bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay I? 

Gre. No. 

Samp No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , but I bife 
ray thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrel! fir, no fir. 

Samp, But if you doe fir, Iamforyou, I feme as good a 
man as you. 

Abra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Btuutlio. 

tfre. Say better, here comes one of my Maifters kinfmen. 

Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw ify ou be men,G>yf*r/V,tcmcmbcr thy fwa/hinc 
blowe. They fight. 

Benu. Part fooles, put vp your fwords , you know not what 
you doe 

Ini* 
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of Komee And Juliet. 

Enter Tib alt. . 

rUt What art thou drawne among thefe har tie fie hinds: 

t'jrne thee Benutlio Jooke vpon thy death. 

\ doc but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
m-nnace it to part thefe men with roe, 
yiTvfb at drawne and calke of peace? I hate the word, 

as 1 hate hell, all Montagues and thee: 

HaUC * Emir three or four e Citizens with elubl or party font. 

Ofg Clubs .Brlles and Partyfons, ftrike , beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in hisgowue , and his IVife. 

Capu. What noy fc is this? giuememy long fword hoc, 
mfe. Acrewch.acrowch.why call you fora fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mountague is come, 
Andflorifheshis blade in fpightofme. 

Enter old Mountague and hie Mfe. 

Mem. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not, let me goc. 

XI .mfe. a. Thou (halt not ftir one foote to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskalcs, with hie traitte. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Prophancrs of this neighbour-ftairied fteele, 

Will they not hcare? what ho, you men, you beafiss 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuing from your vciness 
On paiue of torture , from thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground. 

And hearc the fentence ofyourmoued Prince. 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Haue thrice difturbdc the quiet of our firects. 

And made Veronae auncienc Citizens, 

Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancrcd hate; 

If euer you difturbe our ftreets againe. 

Your Hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

A 3 
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T he mojl Lamentable T rage Ait 

For this time all the reft depart away: 

You CapuUt ftull goe along with me, 

And eJMountagne come you this afeernoone, 

Tol^now eurlarthcrpleafure in this cafi: 

T o old Frec-towne, our common judgement place : 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

ExfHn; 

Mount. Who fet this aoncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the lcruantsofyouraduerfatie 
And yours dole fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his fword prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt wirhall, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging tbruft and blovves. 

Came more and more, andfoughcon part and part, 

Till the Prince came ,who parted either part. 

iVtfe. O wlierc is Romeo , fa w you him to day? 

Right glad aip I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worflvptSunne. 
Pcerde forth the Golden window of the Baft, 

A troubled mind drauemee to walke abroad, 

Where vndemeath the groueofSyramour, 

That W eli waref tooreth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I lee your fenne. 

Towards him I trade , but hee was Ware ofmee. 

And Hole into the coucrtof the wood, 

1 mealuring his affedfionsbymyowhe, 

V hich then moll foug.hr, where mo-0- might not be founds 
Being one to many by my weary iMfe, 

Purfued my humour^Rot-pummg his, 

And gladly fliunned ,yifho gladly from me. 

Mount. Many a morning ha rh he : th^ K-beeFje^lcene, 
With teares augmenting • he tr fh morning 1 ; deaw. 

Adding tocloudes<,morc clouds with Ins deepe figh-os, 

TO’i. r A ' . 



But 
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of Romeo and Iuliet. 



V Moh». Both by myielfe and many other friends, 

But hee his owne affe$ions Counfeller, 

Is to himfelfe(l will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe, 

So farre from founding and difcoucry. 

As is the bud bit with an enuibus worme, 

Ere hee can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 

We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Benu. See where hee comes, fo pleafe you Rep aGde, 
lie know his grceuance or bee much deni de. 

Moun. I would thou wertfo happy by thy flay. 

To hearetrue fhrift,come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt 

Benuol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo. Is the day fo young? 

’Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me fad houres feeme long .* 

Was that roy father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadnefle lengthens ^Wmhoures? 

Rom.. Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them fhort. 
Ben. Inloue. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue. Bom~ 



„ 11 foone as the all cheering Sun ft*, 

B* m ie fartheft Eaft begin to draw, 

ThTlhad.ecuitainesfrom Aurorae be A, 

Shuts vp his windowes,!ocksfairc dayR.ghtout, 
And makes himfelfe an art.fic.a 11 mght, 

Rlackeand protendous mud this humour proue, 
y n leflc good Counfell may the caufe remouc. 

V Ignoble vndc doe you know the caufe? 




The mojl Lamentable 'tr age die 

Rom. Outofher fauour where I am in loue. 

Ben. Alas chat loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyranous and rough in preofe. 

Remet. Alas that loue, whole view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes, lee path-waies to his wil: 
Where fhall we dine?0 me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauie lightnefle, ferious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaos of welfeeming formes, 

Feather oflead, bright fmoke, cold fier,ficke health, 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue feele I, that feele no loue in this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

T^m. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Romeo. Why fitch is loues traofgrcfsion. 

Griefes of my owne lie heauy in my breft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preft. 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft fhowne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in louers eyes , 

Being vext, a fea noutiftit with louing teares. 

What is it elfe? a madneffe moft difereet, 

A choking gall, and aprefcruingfweet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along. 

And if you leaue me fo, you doe me wrong. 

Rem. Tut, Iihaue left myfelfc, lam not hew. 

This is not "Romeo ; hees fomc other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadneffe , who is that you loue? 
Rom. What {hall I gronc and tell thee? 

Ben, Gronc, why no: but fadly tell me who: 



Rom. 
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fif Romeo and Juliet. 

Bid a fek, Mart in fadneffe naake hi. will: 

A word ill d^louea woman. 

fo Jete.when I luppofd you ■ loud. 

S^n,ifle,n,eelno t bchie 

W UhCMdd,arrow,fltehach®«ww«t 

Shec will not ftay the liege of 0U J n | * ca ’ m f 

Nor bide th’ incountctof aflaihng eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Sain* feducwg gold, 

O (he >* r ,c h in beautie, onely poore, 

Rom. She baih.and in that fparing makes huge waft. 
For beautie ftero d with her feueritie. 

Cuts beautie offfrom all pofteritie. 

She is to fa ire, to« wife, wifely too faire. 

To merit bhffc,by making me defpaire: 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doe 1 hue dead, that liue to tell it now. 

Ten. Be rulde by me,forget to thtnke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 fhould forget to thtnke. 

By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 



R,. T’is the way to call hets (eaqnilite) in qtteftinn more. 
Theft happie Mask.. that kiffe la, re Lad, e> !>««•«. 

Being blacke,puts vs in minde they hide the tatte. 

He that is ftrooken blind,cannot torget 
The precious crcafure of his eye- fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faire. 

What doth her beautie ferue but as a note. 

Where I may reade whopaft that paffing faire . 

Farewell thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. Ilepay that dodtine,or elte dye indebta &,(cr 




^bemo^mt^nble Tragedie 

Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clown,. 
C*P U . And Mount ague is bound as well as I 
In penalty alike, and *tis not hard I thinke, * 

For men f® old as we to kecpc the peace. 

c Pur % Of honourable reckoning are you both 
And pittie tis you liu'd at ods fo lon« : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Caftt. But faying ore what I haue faid before. 

My child is yet a Granger in the World, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fourt'eeneycares 
let two more Summers wither in their pride ‘ 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride 

Pari, Younger then fhe,are happie Mothers made. 
Capu. And too foone mard are thofe fo early made* 
The earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but (he 
She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth : * 

But wooe her gentle Paris , get her heart 
My will to her confent, is but a part, * 

And Aie agree, within her fcope ofehoife. 

Lyes my confent, and faire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old accuflomd Feaft 
Whereto I haue inuited many a guefl. 

Such as loue, and you among the Bore, 

One more (mofl welcome) makes my number more * 
At my poore houfe, looke to behold this night 
Earth treading flarres, that make darke heauen lieht 
Such comfort as doe luflieyong men feele. 

When well apparcld oAfriU on the heele 
Or limping wintertreads, eucn fuch delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds (ball you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, hcare all.all fee .* 

And like her mofl, whole merit moflfhalJ be • 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May Band in number, though in reckning none, 
tome goe with me, goe /trrah trudge about 

3ou°r gh faire Vero ”*> thofe pci Tons out, 

A hole names are written there, and to them fay. 
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of Romeo and luliet. 

My houfe and welcome, on their plcafure flay. ^ 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written.Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-maker ftiould meddle with his yard, and the 
Tayler with his Lafl, the Fifher with his Penfill.and the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names 
are hece writ, and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (l mufl to the Learned) in good time. 

Snter Benuolio, ana Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguilli : 

Turne giddie,aod bcholpc by backward turning ? 

One defperate griefe, cures with an others Ianguilli : 

Take thou fomc newinfe&ion to the eye. 

And the ranke poy fon of the old will dye. 

Romeo. YourPJantanleafeis excellent for that. 

‘Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken ftiin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

%om. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormentediand Goddcn good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, Iprayfircanyoureade? ■,* 

Rom. I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 

But I pray can you rcadc any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Ye fay honeflly,reflyou merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can readc. 

He reades the Letter. 

^Eigneur Martino, and his wife and daughters : County Anfeime 
Gandhis beauteous fitters :the Ladyroiddoro ofV truuio, Seigneur 
Placcntio ,a»d his loueljNeecest^Acxcutio and bis brother Valen- 
tine Capulet hisrnfie and daughters :mj faire Neece 

Rofaline, h\u\z,Seigneur Valentio, and his Cofen Tybalt: Lucio 
and the liuely Helena. 

A faire Affembly, whithci ftiould they come? 

B a s tr. 
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Themojt Lament Able Tngedie 

Ser Vp. 

Ro. Whither to fuppcr. 

Ser. To our houfe, 

Ro. Whofe houfe? 

S«r. My Maifters. 

Ko. Indeed* I fihotrtd haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My Mailer i$th e 
great rich Capulet, & ifyou be not of the houfe of Mount agues 
Ipraycomcandcrufhacupofwme. Relfyou merry. 1 

Ben. At this fame auncient fcaft of Capulets, 

Sups the faire Re fa line whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired b' auties of Verona, 

Goe thither and with vn attainted eye. 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall /hew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood, then turne teares to fire.* 

And thefc who often drownd, could neuer die, 

Tranfparcnt Heretiques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer then my loue? the all feeing Sun 
Nerefaw her match, fincefirfi the world begun. 

Ben. T ut,you faw her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe poyfde with her felfe in eyther eye: 

But in that Chriflall fcalcs let there be waid. 

Your Ladies loue againft fome other maid, 

That 1 will fhew you fhiuing at this feaft. 

And fhe fhallfcant /hew well, that nowlhewes beft. 

Ro. Ile-goe along no fuch fight to be (howr.e, 

But to reioycc in ipleridor of mine own'*, 

Enter Capulets Wife and l/jirfe. 

Wife. Nurfe wher’s my daughtei? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe, Now by my maidenhead, attwdue yearoold l hddhtt t 
come, what Lamb, what Lady -bird, God for bid, 

Where* thus Gtrle? lulitt. 

£»/erIuliet. 

luliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. Tour mother. 

*„ ’ lab. 
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efRomee etttd luliet. 

„ vr-dam I am here, what is your will? 

^ rhis.s the matter. Nurfe giue leaue a while , we muft 

talke in* fecret. Nurfe come backe againe , I haue remembred 
me thou’feheareour counftH. Thou knoweft my daughter 8 

° f Nurfe ! faith l can tell her Age vnto An home. 

mfe. Shees not fourtcene. ”, . ' A , 

Nmfe. He lay fourteen of my teeth,&yet to mj teene be itftoken, 

l haue but foure, {beet not fourteenth 
JJow long is it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife A fortnight and oddedayes. 

Nurfe. Euen or oddball dates in theyeere come Lammas Sue at 
moht JbaUfbe befourtttne. Sufan and/befiodrefi all Chrtfi tan fouls, 
were of an are. t¥eR Sufan is with God, /bee was to good for me. But 
ad l fad on Lammas Sue at night Jhallfhee bee fourteen* , tbenfhaR 
fheemarrie, 1 remember it well. Td fnce the Earthquake now 
eleuen yeares,and J be was we and 1 neuer {ball forget it, of all the dates 
of the yeare vf on that day: for l had then laid worme-wood to my 
dug ft ting inthe Sunne vndcr the Doue houfe wall. (JWj Lordand 
you were then *r Mantua, nay l doe beare a brain e. But as l {aide, 
when tt did tafl the worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge , and 
felt it bitter, pretty foole , to fee it teachie and fa llout with the Dug, 
J $kaks quoth the Deue-houfe,twas no neede l trow to bid mee trudge : 
and jinic that time it is a lenen year ts, for then (bee could fiaud alone , 
nay bfthroode /be could haue t untie and wadled all about : for euese 
the day before Pie brokg her brow, and then my Hufband God be with 
hit fonle, awat amerry man, toekevp the child, yeaquoth hee, doefl 
t‘ oufallvpou 1 by face? thou wilt fall ba- kjward when thouhafimore 
Wit, Wilt thou not lulc ?»s4ed by my holy dam , the pretty wretch left 
trying, and faidh to fee new ho VP a ! eft /ball come about . 1 warrant, 
and / /ball hue a thoufandyiares , l utuer fhould forget it : Wilt thou 
tut Tu'e efuoth he * andpret'y foole it ftinted , andfatd I. 

Oil La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe Tcs Madam , yet l cannot chufe but laugh , to thinke it 
[h uld leaue crying and fay l: and yet I warrant it had vpon it brow, a 
b mpe as big as a you g Cockrell /lone? a perilous k"0- k^, audit cried 
bitterly. X a quoth my hufband, fakfl vpon thy face , thou wi/tf-ll 

B a backwvrd 
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backward when thou commejl to age: wilt thou not Iu!e ? It fluted, 
and j did /. 

luli. And ftintthou too.Ipray thee Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfe. Peace l bane done '.(jodmarke thee too his grace , then 
wajl the prettieJl Bale that ere 1 nurfl and / might hue to fee thee 
marry ed once. 1 haue my mfh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very Theame 
I came tocalke of, tell me daughter Juliet, 

How Hands your difpofitious to be marryed? 
luli. Itisanhourethatldreamenotof. 

Nurfe. An houre , were not I onely Nurfe, l would fay thou hadfi 
fuckt thywifdome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies ofefteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a Maide, thus then in btiefe : 

The valiant Tarts feekes you for his Loue. 

Nurfe. A manyong Lady , Lady,fuch a man at all the world. 
Why hees a man of waxe. 

Old La. feronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurfe, Nay, hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La, What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman l 
This night you (hall behold him at our Feafl, 

Read ore the volume of yong Paris face. 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine euery feuerall liniareent. 

And fee how one an other lends content : 

And what obfeurde in this faire Volume lyes, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Bookc of Loue, this vnbound Loucr, 

To beautifiehim,onely lackes a Couer. 

The fifti hues in the Sea, and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide : 

That Booke in tnanies eyes doth (hare the glorie. 

That in gold clapfes, locks in the golden ftoriee 
So (hall you (hare all that he doth pofTcfle, 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

Bv hauing him, making your felfeno lefle. 

Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speakc briefely can you like of Paris loue? 

Jult. He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepe will I endart myne eye 

Then your confent giues ftrength to make it (lye. Enter feruing. 

Sertting. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurfe curftin the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremities Imuft hence to waite, I befeech 
you follow Araight. 

Mo. We follow thee, luliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe gyrle, feeke happic nights to happie dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio,»//A fine or fix other 
Matkers , Torch-hearers. 

Romeo. What (hall this fpcech be fpoke for our excufc ? 

Or (hall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weele haue no Cupid, hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaringthe Ladies like a Grow-keepcr. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Wccle meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me a Torch, I am not for this ambling, 

Being but heauie I will bearc the light. 

Merest. Nay gentle IZtowce, wemufthaueyou dance. 

Ro. Not 1 beleeue me, you haue dancing (liooes 
With rlimble foies, I haue a foufe of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

tJMtr. You arc a Loucr, borrow Cupids wings, 

And (ore with them aboue a common bound. 

Romeo. I am too foreenpcarced with his (haft. 

To foare with his light feathers, and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vndcr loues heauie burthen doe I finke. 

Mereu , And to (inkc in it (hould you burthen loue, 
f oo great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Romeo 
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Romeo. Is louc a tender thing ? it is to rough, 

Too rude, tooboifirous, and itpricks like thorne. 

Ifloue be rough with you, be rough withloue 
Prick loue for pricking; and you beat louc downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A Tifor for a »ilor, what care I 

What ciirious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here afi? the beetle browes fhall blufh for roe. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter , and no l'ooner in. 

But euery man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A torch forme , let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencelctfe rulhes with their heeles: 

For lam prouerb’d with a graunfire Phrafe, 

Ik be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere fo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conllables Owne word 
If thou art dnn, week draw thee from the mire 
Or faue you reucrcnce loue , w/he-fein thou llickett 
Vp to the cares, come vve burne day-light ho. 

Rom. Thatsnotfo. 

Mer. Imeanefirindelay, 

We walk our lights in vainc, Lights Lights by day : 

Takeour good meaning, for our Iudgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in cur fine wits. 

Rom. And wc meanc well in going to this Maske, 

But tis no wit to goc. 

Mer. Why may one askc ? 

Rom. IdreamptaDreamctonight. 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours? 
tMer. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while they doe dreamc things true, 
Mer. O chen I fee Quecne Mab hath beene with you: 

Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in Ihape no bigj! £r 
then an Agat ftone, on the forefinger of an Alderman , drawn* 
with a teeme of little atomies, ouer mens nofesas they h eJ * 
fleepc:her waggon fpokes made of I 6 ng fpinnerslegsuhccoutf 
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L fij" Romeo and luliet. 

. • „c rtfwralfe-hoppers.her traces of the fmalleft Spider 

of the win- » {he nic on-fliines watry bcames,her whip of 

r b L h Xn the lafh of Philome, her waggoner, a lmall gray 

Cnckecs bon , ^ as a round j iw j e WOI me, pneke 

f° 9tC thdazie finger of a mamHer Chariot is an emptie Hafell 
from *el»ie h g f cll Qrold Gru b, time out a mind, 
nut, made by ' the : J 3 h , s ftatc fh e gallops night by 

W out a fine : and fomtimecomes (hee with a mhe-pigs rate, 
tickling a Parfons nole as a lies a fleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice. Sometime Ihee driueth ore a fouldiers necke, 
and chen dreames hee of cutting forramc throats , of breaches, 
ambufeados, fpanilh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepc,and 
then anon drums in hiseare, at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fwearcs a prayer or two,and fleepes agame: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night: and bakes the Eiflocks in foule fluctifh haires, which, 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie 00 their backs, 

That preffes them, and learncs them firft to beare. 

Making them women of good carriage: 

This is (hee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Merctttiopczc<!, 

Thou talkft of nothing. 

Merc. True, I taike of dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre, 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome ofthe North: 

And being angred puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew- dropping South. 

C 




Ten. ' 







N 



' 



The mejl LimenublcT ragedie 

Ben. This wind you talke of, blowes vs from eurfciucs 
Sapper is done, and we fliall come too late. * 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind milgiucs. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fcarefull date 
With this nights rcuels, and expire the tcrme 
Of a defpifed lifeclofde in my bred : 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the ft irrage of my courfe. 

Direct my futej on luftie Gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the St aye , and Seruingmen come 
forth with Napkins, 

Enter Romeo, 

Ser . WheresPotpan that he helpes not to take away? 

He (Tuft a Trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners (hall lye all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwalht to, tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with theioyn>lloole$,remoue the Court>cubbcrt 
looke to the Plate, good thou, faue raee a piece of Marchpane* 
and as thou loues me, let the Porter let in Stefan grind# one, and 
N til, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2. I Boy readie. 

Ser, You arelookt for, and cald for.askt for, and fought for 
in the great Chamber. 

3 . We cannot be here and there too,chearely boyes, 

Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt, 

Enter all the gueJls and Gentlewomen to the 

Maskers, 

i. Capes, Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toer 
Vnplagued withCornes.will walke about withyou : 

Ah my Mirtrefles, which of you ail 

Will now denie to dance, (he that makes daintie, 

She He fwcare hath Cornes : ifil come nearcyou now t 
Welcome Gentlemen,I haue feene the day 
That I haue worse a Vifor and could tell 
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A whifpcfittg Tale in a faire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafcitis gone.tis gone.tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Mu(itians play : 
cMeeJitkf plajes, and they dance. 

A hall, a hall, giueroome,tnd foote it girles. 

More light you Knaues, and turne the Tables vp : 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah (irrah, this vnlookt for fport comes well; 

Nay fit, nay (it, good Cozin Capeelet, 

For you and I ate pad our dancing dayes ; 

How long id now (ince laft your fclfe and I 
Were inaMa*kc? 

2 . Capes. Bcrlady thirtie yeares. 
i, Capse. What mantis not fomuch,tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Leeeientio, 

Come Pentycoft as quickly as it will, 

Some hue and twenue yeares,and then wemaskt. 

i. Capes. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir : 

His fonne is thirtie. 

i. Capte. Wil you tell me that? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeares 3goe. 

So. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

r Rp. O (he doth teach the Torches to burne bright s 
It feemes (he hangs vpon the chceke of night* 

As a rich Iewell in an jEthiops eare, 

Beautie too rich for vie, for earth too deare : 

So fhe wes a fnowe Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore her fellowes ihowes : 

Themeafiire done, lie watch her placeof (land. 

And touching hers, make hlefied my rude hand. 

Did my heart louc till now,forfwearc it fight. 

For I nere faw true beautie till this night. 

Tib . This by his toy cc, (hould be a Memntague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hethcr couerd with an antique face, 

C » 
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The meft L Ament able Tragedie 

To fleere and fcornc at out folemnitie? 

Now by the llocke and honour of my kin, 

To (hike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Captt. Why how now kinfiuan wherefore ftoime y ou f 0 j 
T ib. V nde this a Moutetague out foe : 

A Villaine that is hither come in fpighr. 

To fcornc at otlr folemnitie this night, 

CapH. Yong Rome* is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that Villaine Romeo. 

Cape*. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 

A beare* him like a portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth , Verona brags of him. 

To be a vcrtuons and well gouernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take ne note of him, 

It is my will,the which if thou refpcrft. 

Shew a faire pretence, and put off thefe frownes, 

An ill befecming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft. 

He not endure him. 

Capu. He {hall be endured. 

What goodman Boy, I fay he (hall. goe too, 

Ami the Maflerhereoryou? goetoo, 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 

Youle make a mutinie among my guefts: 

Y ou will fet a Cock a hoopp, youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle, tis a fhame. 

Capu. Goetoo, goetoo. 

You are a fawcy Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you I know what. 

You muft contrary me, marry tis time. 

Well faid my hearts, you are a Princex, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light . more light for fhame, 
lie make you quiet(what) cheareiy my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with wilfoll choler meeting, 

Makes my flefh tremble itnheir different greeting: 

r D I Will 



william Shakespeare Romeo and Juliet (sTC22325a) London, 



""" of Romeo and Inliet. 

•* 

^7 If I prophane withmy vnwonhieft hand, 

Thi holy Line, the gentle finne is this, 

7 1 iip$ two blufhing Pilgrims did readie ftand, 

lull I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfc m Prayer. 

Rom O then deare Saint, let lips dp* what hands doe, 
Th “ orav (grant thou) lcaft faith turne to defpairc. 
Th yI P Saints g doe not moue,though grant for Prayers fake. 
Ro Then moue not while my Prayers effeft I take. 

Thus from my lips.by thine my fin is purg’d. 

In. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Ro. Sin from my lips, O trefpaffe fwcctly vrgd: 

Giue me my fin againc. 

Juli. Youkiffcbithbooke. 

Nar. Madam your mother craues a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. MarrieBatchcler, 

Her mother is the Ladie of the houfe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife anfftertuous, 

Inuift her daughter that you talkt withail: 

1 tell you,he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue thechincks. 

Rom. Is (he a C a f*l et 

0 deare account 1 my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I fo I teare.thc more is my vnreft. 

^ip«. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

We haue a trifli <g foolifb Banquet towards : 

Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good eight ; 
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The mojl Lamentable T ragedie 

More Torches here, come on.then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
lie to my red. 

Inli. Come hither Nurje, what is yond Gentleman ? 

Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tj berio. 

Ittli. Whats he that now is going out of the doore ? 

Nurf. Marrie that I thinke be yong Pttrmbto . 

Inli. Whats he that followes here that would not dancer 
Nurf. I know nor* 

Ittli. Goe aske his name, if he bemarryed. 

My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Rome, and a Montague, 

The onely fonne of your great Enetnie. 

Ittli. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknowne,and know ne too late. 

Prodigious birth of loue it is to mce, 

That 1 mud loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nurf. Whats tis? what tis? 
lu. A Rime I learnt cuen now 
Of one I danft withall. 

One colt within Juliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away, the drangers are all gone. 

Sxtmtu 

Chorus. 

Now old delire doth in his death. bed lye. 

And yong affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That faire for which loue gron’de for and would dye. 

With tender Juliet matchc,i» now not faire. 

Now 'Rpmcc is beloued,and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charmc of looker : 

But to his foe fuppofde he mud complaine. 

And flic deale loues fwcet bait from fearcfull hookes : 

Being held a foe, he may not haue accede 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fweare. 

And fhc as much in loue, hermeanes much lcffe, 

To mecte her new beloucd any where : 

But 
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But paffion lend* them P ower, time meanes to meete, 

Tempring extremities with extreamefwcete. 

Enter Romeo s/one 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 

Ben. Remet, my Coien Romeo, Romeo, 
jtfer. He is wife,8c on my life hath dolnc him home to bed 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 

Call good Mercutioi 

M *. Nay lie coniure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam, padion,iouer, 

Appeare thou in the liken efie ofafigh, 

Speake but one rime and 1 am fatisfied: 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 

Speake to my Gofiip Veuut one faire word. 

One nickname for her pur-blind fonne and heire 
Yong %Abr*h*m Cttfidi he that (hot fo true. 

When King fopheiuti lou’d the Be gger-maide. 

He heareth not, he dirreth not , he moueth not. 

The ape is dead, and I mud coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Rofnlittet bright eyes. 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By her fine foote , draight leg.and qoiuering thigh. 

And the demeanes, that there adiaccnt lie. 

That in thy likenciTe thou appeare to vs. 

Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, t’ would anger him 
To taife a fpirit in his midrelfe circle, 

Offome drange nature, letting it there dand 
Till dice had laideit, and coniurcd it downe. 

That were feme fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and honed, and in his tnidrefle nara* 

I coniure onely but to raife vp him. 

“Btu. Come , he hath hid himfclfe among thefe tree* 

To be comforted with the humerous night: 

Blind is his loue , and bed befits the dark*. 

Mer. 



T he mojl Lament able T rage die 

Met. Tfloue be blind ,loue cannot hit the marke, 

Now will he fit vnder a Mcdler tree, 

Andwifhhis miftreffe were that kind of fruit. 

As maides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that fhee were , O that fhee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a Poperin Peare. 
t Romeo good-night He to my Truccle* bed. 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to flccpe. 

Come (hall we goe ? 

Ben. Goe then, for tis in vaine to feeke him here 
That meaner not to be found. Exeunt, 

Ro. He ieafts at fcarres that neuer felt a wound. 

But fofr, what light through yonder window breakes ? 

It is the Eaft , and Iulut is the Sunne. 

Arifefaire Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already fickc and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide at farre more fatre then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious. 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene. 

And none butfooles doe weare.it, caft it off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my lone, O that fhee knew fhee were, 
Shee fpeakes yet fhee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcouries.I Will anfwcre it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me fhee fpeakes: 

T we of the faircft ftarres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufines, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their fpheres till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightneffe of her cheeke would ftiame thofe ftarres. 

As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinkc it were not night: 
Sceliow fhee jeanes her cheeke rpon her hand. 

O that 1 were a glouevpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 
l»li, Ay me 
r Rfm. Shee fpeakes. 

Oh 



■" tf Rmettendluliet. 

ftk focake againe bright Angell,for thou art 
Asgloriousto this night being oremy head, 

V isawingedMeffengerofHeauen 

Vn«> the white vp-turned wondrmg eves. 

Of Mortals that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When he beftrides the lazie puffing Gloudes, 

A nd favlcs vpon the bofome of the Ayre. 

ltdi. O Romeo .Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name • 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue, 

AB ^ n S °hall Iheare more, or ihall I fpcake at this? 

lull. Tis but thy name that is my Enemies 
Thou arc thy felfe, though not a Montague^ 

What’s Monnugut ? it is nor hand nor foote, 

Nor arme nor face, O be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. - . 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Role, 

By any other word would fmell as fweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retaync that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy nam$ which is no part of thee, 

Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at chy word : 

Call me but Loue, and lie be new baptizde, 
Hence-forth I neuer will be Romeo. 

lull. What man art thou, that thus befereend innight 
So ftumbleft on my counfell ? 

Ro. By a name,I know not how to tell thee who I am, 
My name deare Saint is hatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee. 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

ImIi. My cares haue yet not drunkc a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 

Rom . Neither faire Maide, if either thee diflike. 

D 





Wfie mojt' Lament able Tragtdte ' 

1m. How cameft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

‘R?. With loues light wings did I ore-perch thefe walls 
For flony Iimitscannot hold louc out. 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen a rc no flop to me. 

/«. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thir.c eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords , looke thou but fweece. 
And I am proofe agaipft their enmity, 

la. 1 would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

luli. By whofe dirc&ion found ft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhore wafht with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenturc for fueh marchandife 

luli. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufti bepaintmy cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine,denie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? I know thou wilt fay I: 

And I will take thy word, yet ifthou fwearft. 

Thou maiefl proue falfe ;at louers penuries 
They fay loue laughs, oh gentle Romeo , •* 

Ifthou doft loue, pronpuncc it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkelt I am too quickly wonne, 
lie frowne and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mourn ague I am too food: 
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And therefore thou maieft thinks my behauiour light, 
gut truft me Gentleman, lie proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be ftrange, 

I fhould haue beene more fteange, I muft confeffe. 

But that thou ouet hcardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rem. Lady, by yonder blefled Moone I Vow, 

That tips with filuer all thefe fruite tree tops. 

la. O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue likewife variable. 

“Rom. What fball I fweare by? 
luli. Doe not fweare at all: 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And Ilebeleeuethee. 

Tty. If my hearts deare loue. 
lu. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of thi s contract to night. 

It is too rafh, too rnaduifde,too hidden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fweet good night: 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete. 
Goodnight, goodnight , as fweeterepofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 
la. What fatisfa&ion canft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’exchange of thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 
lu. I gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it: 

And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it, for what purpofc loue? 
lu. But to befianke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue. 

My bounty is as boundlcffe as the fea, 

D a My 
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My loue is dcepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are infinite : 

I hearefomenoyfe within, deare Loue adue: 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Momtague be true : 

Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

"Ro. O bleffed,blefl'ed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantialL 

7«.Thrce words dearc Rpmeo,& goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue be honourable. 

Thy purpofe Marriagc,fend me word to morrow, 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performe the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote He lay, 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
I come, anon: but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doe befeech thee (by and by I come ) Madam. 

To ccafe tby futc, and leaue me to my griefe. 

Tomorrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

Iff. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boyes from their Bookes, 
But loue from loue, toward Schoole with heauie lookes. 

Enter Iulicc againe. 

Iff. Hift 7yoa>*tf,hift, O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taflell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage ishoarfe,and may fpeakealeude, 

Elfe would I teare the Cauefwbere Eccho lyes, 

And make her ay rie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Rimeo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night, 

Like fpfeeft Muficke to attending cares. 

Iff. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

lul. What a clock to morrow 

Shall 
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ef Romeo And Juliet. 

Shall I Tend to thee? 

Ro By the boure offline. 

Ink. I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 

Thaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Ro Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 

IhL I {hall forget, to hauethee (till fland there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And lie ftill flay, to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

luU. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone. 

And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like poorc Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So louing Iealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Iu. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifliing : 

Good night, good night, 
parting is fuch fweet forrow, 

That I fhall fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to ctaue, and my deare hap to tell. 

Exit. 

Enter Fryer alone with a 'Basket. 

Fri. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning night 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreakes of light : 
And fleckcld darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 

Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye. 

The day to checrc,and nights dankc dew to dry, 

I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious iuyeed flowers, 

The earth that’s natures mother in her T ombe, 

What is her burying Graue, that is her wonobe : 
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And from her wombc children of diuers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find ; 

Many for many vcrtures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs, Stones, and their true qualities? 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth hue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 

Nor ought fo good, but drain’d from that faire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, Rumbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe-turnes vice being mif-applycd. 

And vice fometime by adion dignified. 

E«ferRomco. 

Within the Infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power i 
For this being fmelt with that parr, chearcs each part, 
Bein g tailed flaycs all fences with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofcd Kings, encampe them dill 
In man, as well as hearbcs, grace, and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foone the Canker death eates vp that plant. 

%o. Goodraorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fwect falutcth me ? 

Yong fonne,it argues a diftempercd head. 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will ncuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine 
Doth couch his lims, there golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy earlincfledoth me aflure. 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diflemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline ? 
r Rom. With Rofaline , my ghoftly father no, 



of Romeo And Iuliet. 

Jhaue for got that name, and that names woe. 
fri. That’s my good fonne,bue where haft thou beene then? 
Ro. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I h3ue beene feafting with mine encmie. 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies. 

Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes:: / f ' 

] bearc no hatred blefled man : for loe 
My interceffion likewife Heads my foe, 

Fri. Be plaine good fonnc and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confcflion, finds but ridling Shrift* 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fct 
On the faire daughter of rich fapulct : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combin’d,faue what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how. 

We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 

He tell thee as we pafte,but this I pray. 

That thou confentto marrievs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Francis what a change is he/e ? 

Is Rof aline that thou didft louc fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu Maria , what a deale ofbrine 

Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline} 

How much fait water throne away in wafte. 

To feafon loue that of it doth not tafte. 

The Sun not yet thy fights, from Heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient eares : 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this fentence then, 

Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men, 

Ro. Thou chid’ft me oft for louing Rofaline . 

Fri. For doting,not for louing Pupill mine, 

Flo a 
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r Ro. And badft me bury loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue, 

To lay one in, another out t® haue. 

Ro. I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth gtacefor grace, and loue for loue allow; 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O flic knew well. 

Thy loue did read by rote, that could no fpell : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me. 

In one refpeft He thy afliftant be: 

For this Alliance may fohappieproue. 

To turne your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri . Wifely and flow, they ftumblc that run faft. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Benuolio and Mfercutio. 

Mer. Where theDeu’le ftiould this Romeo be? came heenot 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofalme 
Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt , the Kinfman to old fipulet, hath fent a Letter to 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo willanfwereit. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ben , Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Matter, how he dares 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, heeis alreadie dead^ab’dwitlu 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the care with a Loue- 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde Bow* 
boyes But-fliaft, and is he a man to encounter Ttbalti 
Rom. Why, whatis Tibalt ? 

tJMer. More then Prince of Cats. O hee’s the couragiotu 
Captaineof Complements : he figlnsasyou fingPrick-fong, 
keepes time, diftance and proportion, hee refts his minum reft*, 
one two and the third in your bofome : the very Butcher of* 



ef Romeo andluliet. 

, - . dualiff a dualift, a Gentleman of the veryfirft 

fflke r bU f*e firftand fccond caafe , ah theimmortallPaflfado, 

the punto reuerfo, the Hay. 

3 Z‘ /tCpox of fuch antique lifping affe<fti«g phanta- 

C ’ S in a very °ood whore. Why is not this a laments-* 
ver y call ma , ^ faould be thus affli&cd with thefe 

S’, much on the new forme that they cannot fit a. cafe on 

the old bench. O their bones , their bones. 
inc Enter Romeo. 

Ken Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mc'r Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering , Ofld^, flefti, 
, thou fifliified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 

flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kiuhin wench, marric fliee 
had a better loue to berime her: T>tdo a dowdie Cleopatra a 
Gipfie, Heltenzad Hero , hildings and harlots : Thubte a grey 
eve 0 r fo but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo £#«/sr#r,thcrcs 
aFrench’ faluation to your frencbflop : you gaue vs the coun- 

tCr ^I ? 'cood^mofrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 

^iueyou?' . ' 

° Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mer cut to, my bufinefle was great»and 
in fuck a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay , fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftraines a man to bow in the hams. 

Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous exposition, 
t Mer. Nay, I am the very pinckc of curtefie: 

Romeo, Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. * 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mer. Sure wit', follow mce thisieaft, now till thou haft 
vvotue out thy pump , that when the fingle lole of it is worne. 
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the ieaft may remaine after the wearing, foTy Angular. 

Ro. O Angle folde ieaft, foly Angular for the AnglenefTe 

Met. Come betweene vs good Benuolio , my wits faints! 

Rp» Swits and fpurs, fwits and fpurs, or lie cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild goofe chafe , I am done* 
For thou haft more of the wilde goofe in one of thy wits, then 
I am furel hauein my whole Aue. Was I with you there fot 
the goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

CMer. I will bite thee by the care for that ieaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is avery bitter fweting.it is a moftfharp fauce. 

Bp. And is it not well feru’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Cheuerell, thatftrecches from an 
ynch narrow, to an ell-broad. 

Ro. I (ketch it out for that word, broad,whicb added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why? is not this better now, then groning forLoue, 
now art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo : now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , for this driueling loue is 
like a great Natural!, that runs lolling vpand downetohide 
his bable in a hole. 

'Ben. Stop there, ftop there. 

Met. Thoudeftrcft me to ftop in my tale againft the hairc, 

Ben. Thou wouldftelfe haue made thy tale large. 

mter. O thou artdeceju’d.I would haue made it fhort,forI 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly gcare. Enter Nurfe and her man. 
Afayleafayle. 

Mer. T wo, two, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

Nur. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 

Nurfe. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 

Mer* 
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(Jtfer. God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman. 

'Nurfe. Is it goodden? 

Mer. Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now vpon the pricke of noone. 

Nurfe. Out vpon you , what a man are you? 

Bp. One Gentlewoma.that God hath made.himfclfe to mat. 
Nurfe. By my troth it is well faide, for himfelfe tomarre 
quath a : Gentlemen can 3ny of you tell me where I may ftndc 
the yong Romeo ? 

Ro. I can tell you , but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hce was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeftofthat name, for fault of a vvorfe. 

Nurfe. You fay well. -hi : : f; 1 

Mer . Yeais the worft well , very well tooke, ifaith, wifely, 
wifely. . 

Nurfe. If thou be be Ar, IdeAre fome conAdence with you. 
Ben. Shee will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer. Abaud.abaud, abaud. Soho.' 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

Mer. No hare Ar , vnlefle a hare Ar in a Lenten-pic , that is 
lomcthing ftale and hoare ere it be fpene. 

An old hare hoare , and an old hare hoare is very good meatc 
in Lent. 1,5 

But a hare that is hore is too much for a fcore , when it hoares 
ere it be lpenr. 

Romeo, will you come to your fathers ? wccle to dinner thither. 
A0* I will follow you. r ; 

CMer. Farewell auncicnt Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

ExctiNt 

fo^U of h^ro^ 0 •* ** aWcic mcrchant was this that was 

talk' mt§ A A -.?r nJ, f man Nnr f e > that,oucs to heare himfelfe 
Ke , and will ipcake more in a minute , then hee will ftand to 
in a moncth. 

and?w^ n ia fpe \ kC T 7 thin8 againft me « Ilc takc him down, 
ctnna 7 * J^tthenhcis.andcwentie fuch lacks : and ,f I 

ofhisP i'fl thofc.that (hall: feuruieknaue, 1 am none 
1 -flurts, I am none of his skaincs mates, and thou muft 

^ 2 ftand 
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ftand by too, and fuffer euery Knaue to vfe mee at his pl ea 
fure. ^ 

Pet. Ifawnomanvfeyouathispleafure : if I had, myw ea 
pon fhould quickly haue becr.c out, I warrant you,I dare dra^ 
affoone as another man, if 1 fee occasion in a good quarrell,and 
the law on roy fide. * 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext , that euery part about 
me quiuers , skuruie Knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my yong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what file bid m ee 
fay, l will keepe to my fdfe : but firft let me tell yc,if ye fhould 
leadc her in a Fooles paradifc, as they fay, it were a very groffe 

kind of behauiourasthey fay: for the Gentlewoman is yong; 

and therefore, if you fhould deale double with her, trwely jj 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and verie 
weake dealing. 

Rom . Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, Iproteft 
vnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart ,and yfaith I will tell her as much : Lord, 
Lord, fl'.e wll be a ioyfuil woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeft not marke ' 

mee ? 

i I will fell her fir, that youdoeproteft, which as 1 take 

it, is Gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to fhrift this af- 
ternoone, 

And there fhe fhall at Fryer Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued and married ; here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly fir not a pennie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you fhall. 

Nur. This afrernoone fir, well (he fhall be there. 

Rom. And (lay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, 

Within this houre my man fhall be with t hee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled fiaire. 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Mufi be my Conuoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell be truftie,and lie quite thy paines : 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

■ TCTm 



mr Now God in Heiuen bh ffe thee, harke you fie. 

W What fay’ft thou my deare Nurfe ? . 

7Jur. Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay , two may 

keepecounfell putting one away. 

Warrant thee my mans as true as fteele. _ _ 

tfur Well fir, my Miflretfe is the fwceteft Ladie, Lord, 
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne one Paris , that would fame lay Knife aboord : 
but (he good foulehad asleeue fee aTode , a very Todc as fee 
him : I angerer fometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rcr man but 11 e warrant you, when I fay fo, fhe lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verfall World, doth not Rofemaric and Rt- 
mto begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro. I Nurfe, what of that? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Dogges name. A. is For the no , I 
know it begtnncswith fome other letter , and fhee haththe 
pr etticft fenteptious of it, of you and Rofcmaty , that it Would 
do' go<& to hearc it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

'Har. I athouland times Peter ? 

Pet. Annn. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

Steit. 

Enter Iuliet. 

/«. The docke ftrooke nine when I did fend the Nurfe, 

In halfc an houre fhe promifed to returne, 

Perchance fhe cannot meete him, thats not fo : 

Gh (lie is latne ; loues Heraulds' fhould be thoughts, 

Which ten times fatter glides then the Sunnes bearaes, 

Drining bncke (hadowes ouer lowring hils : 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doues draw loue. 

And therefore hath the winde fwift Cupid wings: 

Now is the Sunne vpon the highmoft hill 
Ofthisdayesiotitney, and from nine-till twelue. 

Is three long houres, yet fhe is not come. 

Had fhe affedionsand warme youthful! bloud, 

Shec would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My 
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My words would bandieher to my fweet Loue. 

And his to me, but old folke$,many fainc as they were dead 
jV nweildie, flow, hcauie, and pale 3S lead. 

Atfte^N'Jrfe. 

O God {he comes, O honey Nurfe w hat newcs ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

War. ‘Peter ftay at the gate. 

Iu. Now good fweet Nurfe , O Lord, why Iook’ft thou fad \ 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou fliam’il the Mufick of fweet newes. 

By playing it to me,with fo fowcr a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giuc me leauc a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt hauc I had ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newcse 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good, good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nur. Iefu what haft, can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Iu. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thon art out of breath ? 

The cxcufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the T ale thou do’ft: cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 

Say either and lie ftay thccircumftance: 

Let mebefatisfied, iftgood orbed? 

Nur. Well, you haue made a Ample choice, you know not 
how to choofe a man : Romeo jno not he, though his face be bet. 
ter then any mans, yet his iegge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they bee not to bee talk: on, yet 
they are pafl compare.- he is not the flower of curtefie, but lie 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambc : goe thy wayes Wench, 
feme God. What haue you dinde at home ? 

Iu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he ofour Marriage, what of that ? 

Nnr. Lord, bow my head akes, what a head haue I : 
Itbeates as it would fall in twentiepieces. 

My backe a tothcr fide, a my backe, my backe: 

Beflirew your heart for fending me about 



of Romeo and Juliet, 

To catch my death with taunting vp and downed 

Ih. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well. i 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nur ft , tell me what fayes my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curtcous, and a kind, and a handfome. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why, Ihee is within, where flaould 
{he bee ? 

How odly thou replyeft : 

Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Arc you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hencc-forward doe your Meflagcs your felfe. 

Iu. Here’s fuch a coyle, come what fayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to goe to fhrift to day ? 

Iu. lhaue. 

Nur. Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrence Cell. 

There ftayes a Husband to make you a Wife : 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yourchcekes, 

They’le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 

Muft dimbe a Birds-neaft foone when it is darke 

lam the Drudge, and toyle in your delight : ^ 

But you {hall bearethe burthen foone at night. 

Goe He to dinner, hye you to the Cell. 
lu. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri, So fmile the Heauens vpon this holy Aft 
That after houres, with forrow chide vs not. 

Ro. Amen, Amea, but come what forrow can, 

It cannot countcruaile the exchange of ioy 
1 hat one fhort minute giues me in het fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words. 



i 
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Then loue-dcuouring death doe what he dare, *> 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent ends. 

And in their triumph dye like fire and powder; 

Which as they kifl'econfumc.The fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomneffc in his ownc delieioufnefle, 

And in the tafle confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately long loue doth fo, 

Too fwift, arriues as tardie, as too flow. 

Enter lulier. 

Here comes the Ladie, Oh fo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the cuerlaltuig flint, 

A Louer rriay beftride the Goflamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

ltt. Goodeuentomy ghoftly Confeffor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs both, 

]». As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Ro . Ah Juliet, if the meai urc of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let ricbMufickes tongue, - 
Vnfold the imagin’d happineflc that both 
Recciue in either, by this deare encounter. 

In. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubflance,not of ornament. 

They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne tofuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme vp fome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make fbort worke, 
For by your lcaues,you (hall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one; 

Enter Mcrcutio, Benuolion, andmen. 

Ben. I pray thee good -Mereutio lets retire, 

The day is hot, the fapulets abroad : 

And if we meet, we-fliall nbt feape abrawlc, for now thefe hot 
dayes, is the mad bloud Airring, 

aA eft 



of Romeo and lnliet , 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when hec en- 
ters the confines of a Taucrne, claps mee his fword rp’on the 
table, and layes, God fend mee no need of thee: and by the o- 
peration of the fecond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Tacke in thy moode, as 
any in I take : and afioone moued to bee tnoodie , and afloone 
moodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , wee fhould haue none 
fliortly, for one would kill the other : thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a hairemore, or a haireleflein 
his beard, then thou haft : t'.ou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , hauing nootherreafon, but becaufc thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , but fuch an eye , would fpre out fuch a 
quart ell? thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egge ts fu) of meat, 
and yet thy head hath br en beaten as addle as an egge for quar» 
relling: thou haft quareld with a man for coffmgfn rheftreet, 
becaoie he hath wakened thy dog that hath layne afleepe in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fall out with a taylor for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter ; with another, for tying his new ftiooes 
with old riband,anu yet thou wilt tutor ms from quartellmg ? 

Ben. And 1 were fo apt to quarrel as thou art. any man fhouid 
buy the fee-fimplc if my life, for an houic and a quarter. 

Mer, The fce-fimple, O Ample, 

Enter Tibalt, Petruchio. tend others, 

“Ben. By my head h re corner the fapulets, 

Mer. Rtf my heele I care not. 

Tibalt. F din w me clofe, for I will fpeake to then. 

Gentlemen, Good-den,s word with one of you. 

M r. And but one word withone of vs? couple it with fom- 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

gi »? m m ” a f‘ i " ou s h ,oth * : * . win 

^ Siouldyounot take fome occafion without gi. 

F Ti. 
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Ti. Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

MtT. Confort, what do’ftthou make vs Minftrcls? and tho 

make Minftrels ofvs.look to hcare nothing but difeords, here’s 
my Fiddleftickc , he'cre’s that fliall make you dance zoundj 
confort. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grieuances : 

Or elfe depart, hcreall eyes gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eies were made to lookc, and let them gaze. 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo, 

Ti. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my roans 

Mer. But He be bang’d fir, if he weareyour Liueryt 
M arry goc before to field, heele be your follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfemay call him man. 

Tib. Romeo, the lone I beare thee, canaffoord 
No better terme then this: thou art a Villaine. 

Ro.Ttbalt ,the reafon that I haue to loucthec. 

Doth much cxcufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell Ifce thou know’ft me not. 

Ti. Boy, this (hall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doe proteft I neucr iniured thee, 

Butlcue thee better then thou canft deuife: 

Till thou fhalt know, the reafon of.my.loue. 

And fo good Copula, which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be fatisfied. 

M.r, O calme difhonourable, vilefubmiffion t 
%AtU /} ucatho carries it away. 

Ttbtflt, you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

M(r. Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nine 
hues?, that I mcanc to make bold withall, and asyoufhall 
yl'ernec hereafter drie beate the reft of the eighth Will you 
pfucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ? make hafte, 

’ lead 








of Romeo and Juliet. 

, ft m ine bee about your cares ere it bee out, 

** I arr> y° u - a n 

Ro. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier vp, 

Mer. Come fir y our Paflado. 

ro Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for flume forbeare this outrage, 

T'hlt, Mercutio , the Prince esprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreets, 

Hold Ttbalt, good Mercutio. 



Mer. T am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, I am fpeu. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? , 

Mer. I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry us enough, 

Where is mv Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro Courage nun, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but *tis enough, twill ictue : aske forme to morrow, and 
you fliall find mec a graue man. 1 am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houlcs, founds a dog,a rat, a 
moufe, a cat to faatch a man to death, a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick, why the 
dcu’Ie came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro. Ichoughtallforthebeft. 

Mer. Helpe ire into fome houfe Benuolio. 

Or 1 fliall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormes meat of me, 

1 haue it, and foundly to your houfes 

Exit 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alic, 

My very friend hath got Ms mortali hurt 
In my behalfe,rtiy reputation ftaynd 
With Tthalts {launder , Ttbalt that an houre 
Hath b- enemy Cozin, O fweet Inhet, 

Thy beautie hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper loftncd valours fteele. 

F a Enter 
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Enter Benuolio, 

O Romeo, Romeo, b\zuc Mercntio is dead. 

That gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

Which too yntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on moe daye$ doth depend 
Th tS but begins, the woe others muft end. 

‘ Ben . Here comes the furious Tib alt backeagainc. 

Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercntio flaine. 

Away to heauen refpedliue lenitie, 

And hre and furie, be my conduift now. 

Now Tthalt take the villaine backagame, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercntio' s foule 
Is but a liftle way aboue our heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either chouor I, or both, muft goe with him. 

7i. Thou wretched boy that didft confort him here^ 

Shalt with him hence. 

R«. This (hall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalc falls. 

Bert. Romeo, away, be gone : 

The Citizens are vp. and Tthalt flaine. 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. 0 , 1 am fortunes f ole. 

ten. Why doft thou Hay ? 

Exit. Romeo, 

Enter Citizens. 

fiti. Which way ran he thackild Mercntio? 

Tthalt , that murthercr, which way ran he? 

Benn. There lyes that Tib alt. 

fiti. Vp. fir, goe with me; 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, old Mounrogue,Capulet, 
their 'nines and all. 

Brin. Where arethe vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcouerall: 

The ynlutkic mannage of this fatail brail. 











of Romeo and Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman, braue Mercntio. 

Capu. fVi. Tthalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O thcbloud is ipild 
Of mv deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours, (head bloud of tJMontagne. 

0 Cozin, Cozin. 

Prtn. Benuolio , who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tthalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
‘Rpmeo that fpoke him faire.bid him bethinke- 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg'd withall 
Your high dilpleafure all this vttered. 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce w ith the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tthalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With peircing fteele at bold Mercntio' s brealt, * 
Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall fcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tihalt, whofe dexteritie 
Retorts it, Romeo he crycs aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue, 
His agill arme beates downe their fatall points, 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderncath whofe arme. 

An enuious thruft from Tthalt, hit the life 
Of flout UMercntio , and then Tthalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertayn’d reuenge, 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was flout Tibalt flaine ; 

And as he fell, did Romeo turne and fiie. 

This is the truth, or let Benuolio die. 

C*. wi. He is a kinfman to the Mountague , 

Affctiion makes him falfe.hefpeakes not true : 

Some twenrie of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thole twentie could bur kill one life. 

1 beg for luflice, which thou, Punce, mull giue : 
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'Borneo flew Ttbalt y Romeo muft not Hue. 

Prit/t RomeoQc w him, heflrwV %iei-ctlti* % 

Who now the price of his ckarc bk ud rfo'tb owe. 

Moun. Not Romeo Prince, he wav Mtrcuttos friend* 
His fault concludeSj but what the Law Ihould end* 
The life of Tibalt. 

Pm*. And for that offence. 

Immediately wc doe exile him hence; 

I haue an Inccreft in yourhearts proceeding. 

My bioud for your rude brawlcs doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you Hull all repent the Ioffe of mine* 

1 will be dcalc to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers (hall purchafe out abufes. 
Therefore vficnonc, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft. 

Bcare hence this body, and attend cur will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thofc that kill. 

Enter Iuliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds, 

Towards Phoebus lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft, /' 

And bring in clowdie night immediately* 
fpread thy clofc curtaine loue- performing night* 

That mn-awayes eyes may wincke, zn&Romto 
Leapc to thefe armes, vntalkt of and vnfeene, 

Lo uers can fee todoc their amorous rights, 

Bv their owne beauties, or of loue tc blind, 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night. 

Thou foberfuted matron all inblacke. 

And leatne me how toloofea winning match. 

Plaid for a pairc offtainlcffr maiden-heads 
Hood my vnmand bioud baiting in my cheekes, 

With thy hlacke mantle, till ttranpc loue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue a&eri fimple modeftie : 

Come night, couisKomco , come thou day in night* 



Exit 




of Romeo &nd Iuliet . 

v ot thou wilt lievpon the wings of night, 

VVhitcrthtn fnow vpon aRauensbacke: 

Come gentle night, come lou.ng black-browd night, 

Gioe me my Rmeo, and when hee fhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little tiarres, 

And he will make the face of hcauen fo 6ne, 

That all the world will be in loue with night. 

And pay no worfliip to the garifh Sun, 

O I haue bought the manlion of a loue, . 

But not poffeft it, and though I am fold* 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fome feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurft*. 

Enter Nurfc with cords. 

And fhee brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeakea 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence: 

No w ’H.urfe* what newes? what haft thou there, 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nur. 1, 1, the cords, 

Iuliet. Ay me, what newes?why doft thou wring thy hands* 
Ntsr. A weladay, hees dead, bees dead, hees dead. 

We are vndone Lady , wc are vndone. 

A lacke the day, hees gone, hees ktld, hees dead. 
lu. Can hcauen be i'o enuious. 

Nur. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, 'Borneo, 

Whoeucr would haue thought it Romeo. 

lu. What d.uell art thou, that doft torment roe thus? 

This torture ftiould be rored in difmall hell. 

Hath Borneo flaine himfelfc? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowcll 1 fhallpoyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not 1, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwerel: 

If he be flaine fay I , or if not ,no. 

Briefe, founds, determine my weale er wo. 
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I faw the wmin i, l fa w it with mine eyes. 

Gad tauechi -nuke, here on his manly brcfl, 

A piteous coarfe, a-bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedawde in blood, 

All in goate blood, I founded at the fight. 

/#. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once 
To prifon eyes, netc lookc on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refignc, end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo prcfleone heauie beere. 

Nur. O Tybalt , Tybalt, the belt friend I had, 

O curteous “Tybalt honed Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould liuc to fee thee dead. 

In. What ftorme is this that blowcs fo contratie? 

Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then drcadfuil Trumpet found the gencrall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt, is goue, and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Iu/iet. O God, did Romtos hand fhed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

Ih. Did euer dragon keepe fo faire a Cane? 

Beautifull tyrant , fiend angelicall.* 

Rauenous doue,feathred Rauen, woluiftwauening lambe, 
Defpifed lubftance of diuinefl (how: 
lull oppofite to what thou iuftly leem’ft, 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine; 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

W hen thou didfl power the fpirit o^a fiend 

In mortall paradil'c of fuch fweet fl- fh? 

Was euer booke contayning fitch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truft, no faith, no honeflie in men, 

AH periurde, all for-lworne, all mughr, all diffeiublcts, 
Ah whercs my man? gtuemefome Aqua- vital 







cf Romeo and laliet. 

The f e griefes, thefe woes, thefe forrovves make me old, 

chame come to Romeo. 

V Bliftcred be thy tongue 
For fuch a wilh, he was not borne to fliamc: 

Vponhisbrowftiameisafhamdtofit: 

Fo °.is » <hr°ne whm honour n, Jy be crownd 

Sole Monarch of the vniuetfall earth. 

nwhatabeaftwaslto chidcathim. . 

° w“ Willvoa fpeake well of him .bet kild your COLD? 

lu Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fhall Imooth thy name, 
When I thy thrt e hourcs wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didfl thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husbands 
Backe foolifh tearcs.backe to your natiue fpring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy, 

Mv husband liues that Tib alt would haue flame 
And Ttbalts dead that would haueflaine nay husband: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibalts death 
That murdered me, I would forget it fainc. 

But oh it preffes to my memory, 

Like damned guilt y deedcs to finners minds, 

Ttbalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed, 

Hath {laine ten thoufand Ttbalts: Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fclloyvfhip, 

And ncedly will be wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when (he faid Tibalts dead, 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, 

Which modemeXartientation might haue tboued, 

But with a reareward following Tibaltr death, 

Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word, 

Is father, mother, Tib sit , Romeo , luliit , 

All ilainc, all dead xTfymco is banilhed/ 



rr 




There 
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There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found^ 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfel 

2 '{ur. Weeping and wailing ouer Ttbalts corfc. 

Will you goe to them: 1 will bring you thither* 

/*. Wafh they his wounds with teares: mine fhall be fpent, 
When theirs are drie, for Romeos banifhment. 

Take vp thole cords, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and I for Romeo is cxild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed,. 

But I a maide, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo, take my maiden head. 

Wur. Hie to your chamber, lie find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romto will be hearc at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

Ju. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his latt farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Frier R omeo. 

Tri. Romeo come forth, come forth thoufcarefullman, 
Affliihon is cnaniord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes doomc ? 

What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know not? 

Tri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

I bring thee tydings ofthePrincesdoome. 

Ro. What leffe thenDoomefday is the Princes doome ? 

Tri. A gentler ludgecnem vanifht from bis lips, i 

Not bodies death, but bodies banilhment. tl 

Ro. Ha, banifhment? be merciful!, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his look**, 

|4uch more then death, doe not fay ban 1 fhment. 

Frt. Here from Verona art thou banifhed ; 



of Romeo and Juliet, 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

P Re. There is no world without walles, 

But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe.* 

Hence banifhed, is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 

Is death miftearm'd , calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Tri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulnefTe, 
Thy fault our Law cals death,buc the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufht afide the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banilhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feeft it nor. 

Ro. *Tis torture and not mercie, Heauen is here 
Where lulict Hues and cuery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Mouie, cuery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may lookc on her. 

But Romeo moy not. More validitie. 

More honourable (late, more court (hip Hues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And ftcale immortall blcffing from her lips, 
Whoeuen in pure and Veftallmodefty, 

Still blufh, as thinking their owne kifles finne. 

This may fiyes doe, when I from this mull flye : 

And fay ft thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Fiyes may doe this, but I from this mull flye : 

They arc freemen, burl am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poy fon mixt no iharpe ground Knife 
No fudden meane of death, though uere fo meane. 
But banifhed to kill me : Banifhed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine, a ghoftly Confeflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft, 

To mangle me with that word banifhed? 

G * 
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Tri. Thou fond mad man,heare the a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifhment. . 

Tri . lie giue thee armour to keepe off that woid, 
Aduerfities fweet milke, Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yetbanifhed? hang vp Philofophie, 

Vnlefle Philofophie can make a Juliet, 

Difplant aTowne,reucrfe a Princes doome, 

It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no eares. 

Ro. How fhould tb<ey,wheft wife men haue no eyes. 

Trt. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou dolt not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I , Juliet thy louc. 

An houre but married, Ttbalt murdered. 

Doting like me,and like me banifhed. 

Then mighteft thou fpealce. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Nurfe knoeki' 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo bide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnlefle the breath of heart-ficke grone* 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knocke. 

Tri. Harkc how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife. 
Thou v$ilt be taken (ftay awhile) fland vp. 

: - Knocke againe. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimplenefle is this : I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what s your will ? 
Enter 'Nurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you fhall knowmy errand : 

I come from Lady Juliet, 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

-'•'I s ) Where 



of Romeo And Iuliet. 

Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Romeo, 

W Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne tcarcs made drunKe. 

Nur. O, he is euen in my Miftrcfle cale, 

Tuft in her cafe. O wofull hmpathy: 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lyes fhee < 

Blubbring and weeping, weep, ng and blubbnng. 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you be a man. 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O : 

Rom. Nuife. , , 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeft thou of/*/«#- ? how J* « with her? 

Doth not fhec thinkeme an old murthcrcr, 

Now I haue ftaynd the child -hood of our toy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth fhee ? and what fayes 
Mv conceald Lady to our canccld lone ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Ttbalt calls, and then on Romeo cryes. 

And then downe falls againe. ‘ 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly lcuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfcd hand 
Murdred her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that 1 may fackc 
The hatefull manfion. 

Tri. Hold thy defperatc hand: 

Art thou a man ? thy forme ctyes out thou an t 
Thy teares are womanifh, thy wild a£is denote 
The vnrcafonable furie ofa beaft : 

Vnfcemely woman in a feemiog man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz.’d me. By my holy Order, 

I though: thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou timcTtbalt! wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy feJfe ? 

Why rayleft thou on thy birth ? the hcatien and earth } 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape, thy loue, thy wit. 
Which like aVfurer abotindlt in all ; 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which Ihould be dccke thy fhape,thy loue.thy wit; 
Thy noble fhape is but aformeofwaxe, 

Difgrefling from the valour of a man. 

Thy dearc loue fwornc, but hollow periurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrifh. 
Thy wit, that ornament, to fhape and loue, 
Mifle-ftiapen in the condu<ft ofthem both; 

Like powder in a skill-lefte Souldiers flaskc. 

Is feta fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou dilmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy luliet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy, Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt, there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile,there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happineffe courts thee in her beft array, 

But like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferablc. 

Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fee. 

For then thou canft not pafle to Mantua, 

Where thou ftult liue till we can find a time 
T o blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon ofthe Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thoufand times more ioy 



$f Romeo and Inliei. 

Then thou we ntft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nttrfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

An( ] bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt Vnto, 

Xomio is coroming. 

yj,r. O Lord, I could haue ftayd here all the night. 

To hcare good counfell, oh what Learning is ; . 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir, a Ring ftie bids me giue you fir ; 

Hie you, make hafte, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How wellmycomfortisreuiu’dbythis. 

Tri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ftands all your Rate 
Either be gone before the watch be let, 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soioume in tMantaa, lie find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap toyou, that chances here : 

Giueme thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight^ 

Ro. Buc that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefe, fo bneie to part with theeT 
Farewell. 

Exeunt * 

Enter old Capulet ,bisfPlfe and Paris. 

Ca, Things nauefalne out fir fo vnlnckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 

Looke you, flic lou’d her KinlmariT/At// dearcly. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to dye. 

Tis very late, fhec’l not come downe to night ; 

I promife you, but for your company, 

I would haue bcene a bed an houre agoe. 

Pdn/.Thefc times ofwo,affoord no times to woe; 

Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La. 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow. 

To night fhe is mewed vp to her heauinefle. 

Ca. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate render 
Of my childcs loue: I thinkc fhe will be rulde. 
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In all rcfpe&s by me : nay more, 'I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my fonne Paris loue r 
And bid her, marke you me, on Wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha, ha, well wend fd ay is too foone, 

A thuffday let it be, a churfday tell her, 

Shee fball be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we reucll much : 

Therefore weele haue fome halfc a dozen friends, 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris. My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow, 
Capa. Well, get you gone,a Thurfday, be it then : 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and bv, 
Goodnight. 

Exeunt. 

Eater Romeo a»d Iuliet aloft . 
lu. Wilt thou begone? It isnotyetncarc days 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine eare. 

Nightly fhec lings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Beleeue me loue, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 

No Nightingale; looke loue what enuious ftrc&kes 
Doe lacc the feueting clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocend day 
Stands tip-toc on the miftie Mouncay nes tops, 

I muft be gone and line, or ftay and die. 

lu. Yond light is not day light, I know it I: 



fif Romeo and Iuliet. 

Tt u f ome Meteor that the Sunne exhales, 

To be to thee this night a Torch -bearer, 
Indlighttheeonthv ^vf to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou oeedft not to be gone. 

T Letme be tane, let me be put to death, 

I am'contentjfo thou wilt haue it to. 

Tie fav vou gray is not the mornings eye, 

Tis but the pale reflexeof Cmtbuu brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doc beate 
The yaulty hcauen fo high abou e our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goe t 
Come death and welcome, Iuliet wils it lo. 

How ift my foule, lets talke.it is not day. 

lu. It is, it is. hie hence be gone away : 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune, 

Straynmg harlb D.fcords, and ynpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay the Larke makes fweetDiuifion. 

This doth not fotfor fhe deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothcd T oad change eyes, 
o now I would they had chang’d voyces too : 

Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

O now be oone,more light and light it growes. 
Romeo. Morebghtand light, more darke and darke 



Nur. Madam. 
lu. Nurfe. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is commingto your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

Its. Then window let day in,ai»d let life out. 

Ro. Farewell,larcwell,one kifle and He delcend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo Loue,Lmd,ay husband, friend, 

I muft hcare from thee euery day in the houte. 

For in a minute there are many daves, 

O by this count I fhall be much in yeares. 

Ere I agame behold my Romeo. 

H Mo, 
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Ro. Farewell. 

I will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings leue to thee. 

In. O thinkell thou we fhall euer meete againe ? 

Ro. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes (hall feruc 
For fweet difeourfes in our time to come. 

In. O God I haue an ill diuining foule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes, or thou looked pale. 

T^m. And trull me loue, in my eye fo doc you: 

Dry forrow drinkes our bloud. Aduc, adue. 

Exit. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doll thou with him 
That is renowna'd for faith? be fickle Fortune : 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepc him long, 

But fend him backe. 

Enter toother. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

In. Who id that cals? it is my Lady Mother. 

Is /he not downe fo late or vp lb early ? 

What vnaccudom’d caufe procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now Juliet. 

In. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Eucrmore weeping for your Cozins death ? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares ? 
And if thou could’ll, thou could’ft not make him liue : 
Therefore haue done, fome griefc fhewes much ofloue, 
Butmuchofgriefejfhewcs Hillfomcwant ofwit. 

\u. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lofle, 

La. So (hall you feele the lofle, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

I#. Feeling fo the lofle, 

I cannot chule but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weep’ll not fo much for his death, 
As that the Villaine liucs which flaughtered him. 
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»f, Romeo and Iuliet. 

j what Villaine Madam? 

La. That fame Villaine Romeo. 

In. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder s 
God pardon him, I doe with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he, doth grieuc my heart. 

la. That is becaufe the Tray tor lines. 

I a. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more. He fend to one in Mantna t 
Where that famebaniftu Runnagatedoth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram. 

That he fhall foone keepc Tibalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

In. Indeed Ineuer (hall be fatisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vexes 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bcarc a poyfon, I would temper it : 

That Remit fhould vpon reccit thereof, 

Soone fleepe in quier. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam'd and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Me. Find thou the meanes, and ile find fuch a man, 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle. 

Itf. And ioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 
What are they, I bcfcech your Ladifhip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou had a ca refull father childe. 
One who to put thee from thy he auinefle. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 

That thou cxpe&s not, nor I lookt not for. 

In. Madam in happie time, what day is that ? 

dfe. Marric my childe, early ncxtThurfdaymorne, 
$ The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Par/e at Saint Perm Church, 

Shall happly make thee there aioyfu 11 Bri de. 
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lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 

He (ball not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

Eve he that (bould be husband comes to woo; 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It (hall be Romeo , whom you know I hate 
Rather then Parts, thefe are newes indeed. 

M-r. Here comes your fathered! him fo your felfe;: 
And lee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capuler and Nurfe. 

C a. When the Son lets, the Ay tc doth drifle deaw. 
But for the > un-fet of my Brothers fonne. 

It raines downe right. 

How no w a Conduit Girle, what ftill in teares. 
Eucrmore (bowring : In one little body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke,a Sea, a Wind : 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe tbbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body iss 
Saylingin this ialtfloud,thewindes thy fighes, 

Who raging With 1 thy teares and they with them. 
Without a hidden calme will oucr fet 
Thy tempeft to(f d body. How now « ife, 

Hauc you deliuered to her our decree? 

La 1 fir, but (lie will none, (be giucs you thankes. 

I would the Foolc wei e marryed to her Graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will (be none? doth (be not giuevs thankes? 

Is fbe not proud ? doth (be not count her bleft, 
(Vnworthy as (be is) that we hauc wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegvoome ? 

7*. Not proud, you hatie.but thankful! that you hauc: 
Proud can I ncuer be of what 1 hate, 

Bu' thank full euen for hate, that is meant lour. 

Ga.How now, how now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
P ud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

And yet not proud : Miftris minion you ? 

Thanke me no thanki»gs,nor proud me no prouds. 
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of Romeo and luliet, 

fettle v«ur fire toy n.s Thu, fdry nett, 

®“'L „iVh 'T-r- <« f> 'f' Churcl >-' 

!°Lli dtaggMh« on a hurdle thuher. 

Ou, ,u“ P««' om y< ““ b *S8*S'. 

You tallow face. 

la Fie fie, what are you madde? 

Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Heere me with patience, but to fpeake * w°rd. 

fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday , 

Or neuer after looke me in the face. 

Speakenot, replie not, doe not anfwere mee. 

M P y fingers itch, wife wee fcarce thought vs bleft,. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfc in hauuag hers 

Out on her hilding. 

Lfur. God in heauen bletie her: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo, 

fa. And why my Lady witdome, hold your tongue. 
Good prudence, (matter with your goflips, goe, 
j\ jur. I fpeake no treafon, 
fa. OGodigeden, 

N*r,. May not one fpeakc? 

Pa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowle, 

For here wee need it not. 

fft. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes mcc madi e. 

Day, night, home, tide, time, worke, P Iay, 

Alone, in companie, lbll my care hath bin 

To haue her mi tcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of nobl parentage, 

Of faire detneanes. youthfull anjl nobly allied, 

Siuft(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wi(h a man, 

Aud then to hauc a wretched puln g foole, 
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A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender. 

To anfwere, ile not wed, I cannot loue: 

Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with mce: 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife, 

And you be mine, i!e giue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang, begge,ftarue,dye i n the ftreets. 

For by my foule, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine (hall euer doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbefotfworne. Exit 

lulitt. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes. 

That fees into the bottomc of my griefe? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where 7/Af/f lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doe as thou wiltfor I haue done with thee. Exit. 

lulitt. O God. O Tgurft, how (hall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

How (hall that faith retumeagaine to earth, 

Vnlcfle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen (hould practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubie& as my felfe. 

What faift thou, haft thou not awordofioy? 

Some comfort Nur ft % (nothing, 

7gur. Faith here it is, r Rpmeo is bani(hed,and all the world to 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be my ftealth: 

Then fince the cafe fo (lands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

O hees alouely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quicke, fo fairc an eye 

As 












ef Romeo and Inliet. 

Asf<«whath,be(hrow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did nor, 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe ofhim. 
lu. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

Tgur. And from my foule too, or elfe befhrew them both. 
Im. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lu. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 

Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafde my Father, to Larerenee Cell, 

To make confeflion, and to be abfolu’d. 

Nur, Marrielwill, and this is wifely done. Exit, 

lu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 

Is it more finne to wi(h me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which (he hathpraifde him with abouc compare, 

So many thoufand times? Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (hall be twaine: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

I fall elfe faile, my felfe hauepower to die. Exit 

Enter Frier and Countie Paris, 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is yery fhorr. 

Pm. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing (low to (lacke his hafte, 

Fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneuen is the courfe, I like ic not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepes for Ttbahs death, 

And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue. 

For V tmet fmiles not in a houfe of tearcs. 

Now fir, her fathet counts it dangerous 
That (he doth giue her forrow fo much (wayt 
And in his wifedome hafts our marriage, 

To ftoppe the inundation of her teares. 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone, 

May be put from her by (ocictic. 

* V May 
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Now doc you know the- real on of this h ifte? 

f'-i. I would l knew not why it ftiould be flowed* 
Lookcfu hctccoaic* the Lady towaids nij Cell. 

Enter, lulier. 

p .r. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

If. That may In fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be muft be loue, on Thurl'day next. 
lu. What muft be, fhall be. 
p i. Thats a certayne text. 

Par. Come you to make confcflion to this Father? 

] u. To anl’werethac, I fhouldconfcffetoyou. 

Ta. Doe not denie to him, that you loue me. 
la. I will confcfl'e to you that 1 L tie him. 

Tar. So will ye, I am lure that you loue me. 
hi. If I doe fo, it wdl bee of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

Tar. Poore foule thy face is much abuld with teares. 
lu. The teares haue got fmall ri&otie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their Ip'ghc. 

Pa. Thou wrongft it more then tcai cs with that report, * 
1 m. That is flander fit, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I fpake it to my lace. 

Pa. Toy face is mine, and thou half {hundred it. 

If. It may be fo, for it is not mine ownc. 

Arc you at leafure, holy Father now, 

Or fhall I come to you at Eu .ning Mafic ? 

Fri. My leifure ferues me, penfiue Daughter now, , 
My Lord we muft intreate the time alone* 

Pa. Godfhield, 1 fhould diftutbc deuotion, 

Juliet, on Thurlday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then adue.and keepe this holy kiffc. Exit. 

lu. O ftv.it the d ore, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, paft In pe, paft cate, paft hclpe. 

Fri. O Juliet 1 already know thy griefe, 

I: Hramcs me paft the conpafle of my wits, 

I heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Tdl me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
VnlcfTc thou tell me how I may pteuent it: 

1 n thy wifdome thou canft giue no helpe. 

Doe thou but call my refolucion wife. 

And with this Knife, lie helpe it presently, 

God ioynd my heart, and Rowe„t,tbou out hand* 
And ere this hand by thee to j?«wwfcald : 

Shall be the Labcll to another deed, 

Or my true heart with trccherous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this fhall flay them botht 
Therefore out of thy long experien It time, 

Giue me feme prefent counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloucly Kmte 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that. 

Which the commtflihn ofthy yearesand art. 

Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpeake, l long to dye. 

If what thou lpeak’ft, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of hope, 
Which craues as defperate an execution. 

As that is defperate which wt would preuent. 

If rather then to marjie Countie Parts 
Thcu haft the ftrength of will to flay thy felfc. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this (hame. 

That coop’ft with death himfilfe, tofeape from it. 
And if thou dareft. He giue thee remedie. 

lu. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Pant, 
From of the battlements of any T ower, 

Orwalkein theeuifh wayes,or bidmelurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with roring Beares 
Or hide me n ; ghtly in a Charnell houfe, 

Ore couered quite with dead mens ratling bones. 
With reekic fhankes and yellow chsplefl'e fculs : 

Or bid me goe into a new made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in hi* fhroud. 

Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble 
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A«d T will doe it without feare or doubt. 

To hue an vnftayn’d wife to my fwcet Loue. 

hri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giuc confect. 
To marrie Pari t : wcnfday is to morrow. 

To morrow night looke that thou lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 

A id this diddling liquor drinke thou off. 

When prefently through all thy veincs fliallrunne, 

A cold and drow/ie humour s for no pulfe 
Shall kccpe his natiueprogrdTe but l'urceafe 
No warmth, no breath fts. ll teftific thou liut ft. 

The Roles in thy lips and checkes fliall fade 
T "0 paly afhrs, the eyes windovu s fall : 

Like death when he fliuts vp the day of life 
Tach pan dcpriu’d of fupplc goucrnment. 

Shall ftiffe and fiai ke, and cold appearc like death, 

And m this borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou ftnlt continue twoand tome homes. 

And then awake as from a plcalant fierpe. 

Now when the Bridegroomcm the morning comes* 
Torowie thee fiom thy bed. there art thou dead.: 
Then as the manner of our Coun trey is, * 

In rhy beft Robes vneouerd ontheReere, 

B; borne to burial) in thy K<rd:eds grauej. 

1 hou fhalt be borne to that lame ancient vault, 
Wheieall the Kindred of the Capulett\ye, 

In themeane timeagainft thou {halt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither (hall he come, and he and I 
Will wa ch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Rome beare thee hence to tJMamua . 

And this {hall free thee from tbit prefent (ha me, 

It no inconftant ioy nor womanifti feare. 

Abate thy valour in the a&ing it. 

In. Giueme,giue me.Otdl me not of feare. 

Mrt. Hold get you gone, be ftrong and prolperou* 



ef Romeo and Juliet. 

In this refelue, ile fend a Frier with fpecd 
To w ‘ th L ctr « rs to th y Lord. 

l„ Loue giuc me ftrength, and ftrcngch (hall helpe afford: 
parevvcli deare Father. Exeunt. 

Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, andSer- 
wngmen , v»o or three. 

£a. So many gut ft s inuite as here are writ, 

SJ rr ah, goe hire me i wentie cunn mg Co< kt s. 

Ser. You (hall haue none ill fir , for ile try if they can Iicke 

their fingers. , 

^4. Howcanft thou try them fo? 

Str. Marriefir , *tis an ill Cooke that cannot lickebis owne 
fingers: therefore he chat cannot Iicke his fingers goes not wuh 
me. 

^ 4 . Goe be gone, we (hall bemneb vnfurr.iflit for this time: 
what is mV daughter gone to Frier Later ence ? 

Nttr. I forfooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A pecuifti iclfe-wiird Harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

J^ur- See where fhe comes from ftirift with merrie looke. 

£a. How now my hcad-firong, where baue you beenc gad- 
ding ? 

In. Where I haue learnt to repent the fin 
Of dil'obedient oppolv ion. 

To you and your behefts, and am enioyn'd 
Bv holy Lawrence , to fall prolf rate here. 

To beggeyour paidon, pardon 1 befeechyou. 

Henceforward 1 am euet ruld by you, 

C*. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

In. I met ihe youthfull Lord at Lawrence CtM, 

And gane him whacbccommed loue I might, 

Not ft» pping ore c! e bounds of modrtt-c. 

Ca. Why I am glad on't, this is well, ftand vp, 

This is as’t ftiould be, let me fee the County : 

1 marr.e, goe I lay, and fetch him hither. 



I 2 



Now 
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The w tft Ldment able Tr/tgedte 

Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to>him. 

Ih. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofct 
To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, wecle to Church to morrow, 

ExCHHtt 

Mo. We (hall be (bort in our prouifion, * 

J Tis now neare night. 

^ Fa. Tu(h, I will dirre about. 

And all things (Kali be well, I warrant thee wife* 

Goe thou to Juliet, helpe to deck vp her, 
lie not to bed to night, let me alone: 
lie play the hufwifc for this once, what ho>^ 

They arc all forth, well I will walke my felfc 
To Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt.. 

Enter Iuliet and Nurfe. 

Its. Tthofe attyres are bed, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to thy fclfe to night : 

For I haue need of many Orifons, 

To rooue the Heauens to fmilc vpon my date. 

Which well thou knoweft, is erode and full of finne.. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho? need you my helpe ? 

In. No Madam, we haue culd fuch necefiaries 
As are behoofefullfor our date to morrow : 

So pleafe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufinefie. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and red, for tbou had need, 

Sxenat. 

v V r t . In i 



- well God knowes when we (hall meete againe, 
t Ze a faint cold featc thrills through my vcines, 

^calUhemS comfort me. 

k u> 

rime Vial!* what if this mixture doe not workc at all? 
c hall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No no, this (hall forbid it, lie thou there. 

What if it be a poy fon which the Fr*er} 

Subtilly bath minidred, to bane me dead. 

Lead in this marriage he ftiould be d,(hp»ourd, 
jjecaufe he married me before to 
Ifearc it is, and yet me thinks it (hould not. 

For he hath dill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come .o redeemc me, iheres a fartfull point,- 

Shall I not then be diffled in the Vault? 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die drangled ere my Romeo comes. 

CK if 1 line, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death aodmght. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bor.es 
Of all my buried AunccHors are packt, 

Where bloody Tthalt yet but greene in earth, 

Liesfedringin his (hrowd, where as they lay, 

At fome houres in the night, ipirits rclort: 

Alacke, alackc, is it not like that I 
So early waking, what with loathiome Imels, 

And (brikes like mandrakes torne out ofthe earth* 

That liuing mottalls hearing them tunne mad. 

Or if 1 wake, (hall I not be dtflraught, 

(Inuironeo with all thefehidious fearcs,) 

And madly play with my forefather ioynes? ^ 







The mojl Lament all e Tragedie 

And plucke the mangled Tib alt from hh fhrowde, 

And in this rage, with tome great kinfmans bonc^ . , 

As with a club dafli out my defperate braines. 

O ooke, me thinks 1 fee »vy Cozins Ghoft, 

Set king out Romeo that did fptt his body 

Vp -n a Rapi rs point: flay Ttbalt flay; „ 

Romeo , Rcmeo, Romeo, heres dririke, I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and l^jtrfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more fpices Narfe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Pattrie. 

Enter old CzyuUt. 

Ca. Come, ftir, fiir, ftir, the fecond Cocke hath crowed 
The CurphewBell hathroung, tis three a clockc: 

Lonke to the bakte meates, good oAngelua t 
Spare not for coft. 

Nur. Goeyou Cot-queane, goe, 

Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
AH night forlefle caufe, and nercbeene ficke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady WNorfe. 

Ca. A iealous hood, a ieaious hood now fellow, what is there? 

Eater three or four t with jptts and legs and baskets. 

Eel. Thingsfor the Cooke fir, but I k iow not whar. 

Ca. Make hafie, make hafie firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call 'Peter, he willfhe w thee where they are. 

Eel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ublcAef*** for the matter. 

Ca. Mafic an d well faid, a merrie horfon, ha. 

Thou Aialt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

PI if M n ficke. 

The Co untie wil lbehtrewith muficke ftraight, 

F or fo he fai d he would, I heare him neere. 

Nurfc, wife, what ho . what Nnrfe I fay? 

Enter Nuil'e. 

Cue waken Juliet, goe an^ trim her vp, He 







of Romeo and luUei. 

jj e goe and chat wi.h 'Paris, hie, make hafie, 

Make hafie, the Bridegroome, he is come alreadie, make hafie 
1 lay. 

Hut. Miftris.what Miftri % Juliet, faft I warrant her file, 
yVhv Lambe, why Ladie,fie youfluggabed, 

Why Loue I fay, Madam, fweet heart, why Bride : 

Whatnot a word, you take your penniworths now, 

Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft, 

That you (hall reft but little, God forgiueme. 

Marrie and Amen : bow found is file a fleepe : 

1 muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I.letthe Cou itie take you in your bed, 

Heele fright you vpytaith, will it not be? 

Whatdreft, and in your clothes, anddowneagaine? 

Imuft needs wake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, hclpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay, that euer I was borne, 

Some Aqua-vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 
tJUd. What noyfe is hcerc l 
Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke, oh heauie dav. 

M». O me, O me, my child, my onrly life ; 

Reuiue. looke vp, or I wilt dye with thee : 

Hclpe, hclpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For ftiame bring lultet torch, her Lord is come. 

Nur. She s deadideceaft^ (he’s dead, alscke the day, 

Mo. A lack the day .file’s dead .{lie’s dead.fiie s dead.. 
fa Hah. let me fee her, out alas file’s cold. 

Her bloud is fitted and her ioynts are ftitfe : 

Life and thefe lips haue long beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like an vntimcly frofi 
jVpon the fweeteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. i ) lamentable day. 

Mi t. Owoiulltime. 

» Wd* 















The moJlL^mentahleT ragedte 

Fa. Death chat hath tane her Hence to make me waile 
Tyesvp n»y tongue and will not let mefpcake. 

Enter Frier and the Cauntie, » ith the fcfujitiam. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride readie to goe to Church? • 

Fa. Ready to goe, but ncuer to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wife, these- (he lyes. 

Flower as fhe was, defle-wred by him, 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire, 

My daughter he hath wedded. I will dye. 

And leauc him all, life, liuing, all is deaths. 

Paris. Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face, 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hatefull day, 

Mod miferable hourc that ere time faw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage, 

Bur one poore one, one,poore and louing childe. 

But oncching to reioyceand iolace in, 

And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, mod wofull day. 

That euer, euer, I did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, O hatefull day, 

Neucr was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Paris. Beguild,diuorced, wronged, fpighted,flainc. 
Mod detedable death, by thee beguild. 

By cruell, cruell thee,quite ouerthrowne, 

O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde, didreffedi hated, martyrd, kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why camd thou now, 

To murrher, mutther our fiilemnitic ? 

O child, O child, my foulc andnot my child, 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my child my ioyes are buried. 4 

Fn. Peace ho for fh3me,confufions , care Hues not 
In chele confufions, Heauen and yout lellc 
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. „ t in this faire Maid,now Heauen hath * 11 , 
ail the better is it for the Maid : 

Vour part in her,you could not keepe from death, 

J * Hctocn keepes bis pm in eternall life ! 
mod vou fought was her promotion, 

Sr Heauen fhe ftiould be aduanft, 
now, feeing <he U 

Abouethe Cloudes, as high as Heauen it fclfe. 

0 in this loue, you loue your child fo ill. 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well . 

Che’s not well marryed, that Hues marryed long, 

Lt fhe’s bed marryed, that dyes marryed yong. 

Dry vp your teares, and fticke your Rofemaric 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is. 

And in her bed array bears her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment,, 

Fa. All things that we ordained Fediuall, 

Turne from tbeir office to blacke Funerall : 

Our Inflruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall Fealt s 
our folemne Hymnes to fullen Dyrges change s 
Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe : 

And all things change them to thecontrane. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him. 
And goe fir Paris eucry one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue s 
The Hcauens doe lowre vpon you for fome ill : 

Moue them no more, by eroding their high wil • 

Exeunt manent Mufici. 

Mufi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honed good-fellowes, ahputvp,putvp, 

For well you know, this is a pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

' Exeunt omnts . 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Mufitions,Oh Mufitions,hatts eafe,harts cafe, 

K 



The mojl Lamentable T ragedie 

O, and you will hauc me liue, play hearts cafe. 

Tidier Why hearts eafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies ,my hat* 
is full of woe. 

0 play in? fomc merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Minstrels. Not a du p wc, tis no time to play now* 

T;/. You will not then? 

.Aft ». No. 

Pet. I w 11 then glue it you foundly. 

Mm W hat will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrcll. 

UHi». Then will T giue you the fcruing creature. 

Pet. Then will I fay the feruing creac ures dagger on yout 
pate. I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you, ilc Fa you 
doevou oteme? 

Mm. And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs,. 

a.cJW. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 

Peter. Thcnhaueatyou with my Wit. 

Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwerc me like men; * 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound , then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling? 

Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Pet Pratee, what fay you Hugh Rebick? 

*'M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer.. 
*pet. Pratee to, what fay you lames found poll? 

%.M. Faith 1 k tow not what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

Becaufe Mufitions haueno Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lendredrclfe, 

Exit. 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Whatapeftilentknaueisthis fame? 
jtf.t. Hang him Iackc, comewcelc inhere, tarrieforthe 
Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Romeo. 

Re. Ifl may truft the flattering truth offleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomc ioyfull newes at hand, 

Mybofomcs Lord, fits lightly in his thronesi 
And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit. 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreampt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke. 

And breathd fuch Life with kiffes in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft. 

When but loues lhadowes arc fo rich in ioy, 

Euter Romeos JXMttBalthazer. 

Newes from Vertna ) how now Balthazeri 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth my Lady /»liet?tb*t 1 aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill, if Ihee be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in Camels monument, 

And her immortall part with Angels Hues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro. Is it euen fo? then I denie you ftarres. 

Thouknoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hirepoft horfes, I will hence to night. • 

Man, I doe befeech you fir, baue patience: 

Yourlookes arc pale and wild, and doelmport 
Some mifaduenture. 

Re. Tufh thou art deceiu’d, " r 
Leaue me, and doe the thing I bid thee doe. 

K * Haft 
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H aft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Sxit, 

Tty. No matter, get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horfes, lie be with thee ftraight. 
Well luliet, I will lye with thee to night ; 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothecaric, 

And here abouts a d wels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds , with ouer-whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones : 

And in his needy fhop a Tortoy s hung. 

An Allegater ftufc, and other skinnes 
Of ill ftiap’c fifties, and about his ftielues, 

A beg'gerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and miiftie feeds. 
Remnants of packt’nred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to make vp a fhew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here Hues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man mull fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers ftiop is ftiut. 

What ho Apothecaries 

ts4ppo. Who cals folowd? 

Rem. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou art poorc. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 

As will difperfc it felfe through all the vcines. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that theTrunckemay be difeharg’d of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 



of Romeo and lultet. 

, . urrv from the fatall Canons wombe. 

D °i h , h Such mortall drugs I haue , but Manta* law 
j 5. to anv he that vtters them. 

15 d p h \rt thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe, 
j fraVeft to die, famine is in thy checkes, 

A" 1 and oppreffion ftarueth in thy eyes, 

Contempt and beggere bangs vpon thy backe: 

The woddis not thy friend, not the worlds law, 

S n be not poore, but b,«ku it and take thtt. 

7 L Mv pouerty, but not my will confents, 

gfesscsgist 

0 There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens fouls. 
Doing more murthers in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou mat ft not fell, 

1 fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold menone. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe m flefli. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon goe with me 
To Mitts gtaue, for there mull I vfc thee. 

Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence. 
loh. Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law This fame (hould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua: what fayes , Romeo} 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

loh. Going to find a batefoote brother out, 

One of our order to aflociatc me. 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the towne, 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a boule, 

Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigne. 

Scald \p the doores,and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpeede to Manta* there was ftaidc. 





The mofi Lamentable Tragedie 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? r 

Iohn. I coldnot fend it, hereit is againe. 

Not get a Meffenger to bring, it thee, 

So fearefull were they of infection. 

L tw. Vnh .ppie foitune, by my Brother-hood, 

The Letter was not nice, bu,t full of charge, 

Of dearc import, and the neglecting it, - 
May doe much danger : Fryer goe hence. 

Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ftraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

Exit, 

lohn Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mufti to the Monument alone. 

Within this three houres will faire Mitt wake, 

Shee will bcfhrew me much that Rpmee 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romee come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Tombe. 

Exit, 

Enter Paris and his Page. 

Tar. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloofe, 

Yet put it out, for I would not be feene : 

Vndcr yond yong trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofc to the hollow ground, 

Softiall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loefe, ▼nfirme with digging yp of Graues, 

But thou (halt heare ic, whittle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew, 

O woe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones, 

W! ich with fwcet water nightly I will dew. 

Or wantirg that, with teares diftiJ’d by mones ; 

The Obsequies that I for thce will keepe, 

Nightly 
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nliehtly fhall be, to firew thy graue and weepe. 

1 * Whiille Bey. 

The Boy g' ucs earning, fomething doth approch, 
What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To crofle my Obfequies and true Loues right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer hi s man. 

Re, Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this tetter, early in the morning 
See thou ddiuer ic to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feett, ftand all aloofe, 

And doe not interrupt me in nay courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face : 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfe, 

In deare employment, therefore hence be gone : 

But if thou iealous doft returne to pry 
In what Tfarther fhall intend to doe. 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt. 

And drew this hungry Churchyard with thy limmes : 
The time and my intents are fauage wilde. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Then emptie Tygcrs,or the roring Sea. 

'Balt. ] will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Re . So fhalt thou fhew me friendfhip.take thou that, 
Liueand be profperous.and farewell good fellow. 

Balt. For all this fame,ile hide me here abouc. 
Hislookes I fe3re, and his intents I doubt. 

Re. Thou detcftable mawe, thou wombe of death. 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten iawes to open, 

And in defpighc ile cram thee with more food. 

Pa. This isthatbanifht haughtie Memtague, 

That murdred my Loues Couzin; with which griefe^ 
Itis fuppofed the faire Creature dyed, 



And. 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy vnhallowed toyle, vWeMountague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Re. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man, 

Flye hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. 1 befcech thee Y ©uth. 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauen I louc thee better then my felfe. 

Fori come hither arm’d again ft my felfe : 

Stay not,be gone, liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away. 

Par. I doe dcfie thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Tar. Olamflaine, if thou be mcrcifull, 

Open the Tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Re. In faith I will, let me perufc this facej.’ 
CJl/frc*fwVKinfman,Noblc Countie Tarts, 

What faid my man, when my betofled foule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Parts fhould haue marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet, 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

A Graue; O no, A Lanthorcejilaughtrcd Youth: 

For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This Vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead roan interd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 
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* .. thev beene merrie? which their Keepers call 
htnine before death ? Oh how may I 
£ Iwhis a Lightningf O my Loue, my Wife, 
nfich that ha* fuckt the Honey of thy breath, 
u 4» had no power yet vpon thy beautie : 

?hou not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
IsCrimfon in thy lips, and in thy chcekes, 

And Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 
fiWHyeft thou there in thy bloudy fheet ? 

n what more fauour can I doe to thee 

2." with that hand that cut thy youth in twame, 

Tofunderhis that was thine enemie? 

vWiueme Couzen. Ah dcare Juliet. 

Whv a« thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeue, 

Si beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
Sat the leane abhorred Monfter keepcs 
X here in darke to be bis Paramour f 
For feare of that, I ftiU will ftay with thee. 

And neuer from this palace of dimme night 
D nart acaine; here, here will I remayne, 
wuh wlrme. .hat ate thy Ch.mbcrmaydcs : O her. 
Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft : 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftstres 

From this World-wearied flcfh,eyes lookc your laft : 

Armcs take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
ftXre'of breath, ft.lt *ith a righteous k.ffe 
A datelclfe bargainc to ingroffing dear b : . 
Comebitter conduft, come vnfauourie guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on . 

The dafliingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Barke . 
Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary ; 

Thy Drugs are quickc.Thus with akiflc I dye. 

Enter Frier with Lent heme, Crow and S fait. 

Fri. Saint Francisbc my fpeed, bow oft tonight 
Haae my old feet Humbled at graues? Who s there . 

1 ? 
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Balt. Here* one, a friend,. and one that knowes you well. 
Fri. Blifle be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch isyond thatvainely lends his light 
To grubs and cyelcfle fculles, as I difeerne, 

It burneth in the Capels moauo enr, 

Salt. It doth fo holy fir, and thcres my matter, one that you 
kue, 

Fri. Who is it? 

Salt . Romeo. 

Fri. How longhath he bin there? 

Salt. Full halfe an houre. 

Fri. Goe withmetotheVault. 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence,. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

It’ I did flay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then ile goe alone ,feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fome ill vnluckie thing. 

Salt. As I did fleepe vndcr this young tree here, 

1 drcarr.pt my mailer and another fought. 

And that my matter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. , . 

Alacke,a!ackc, whatbloud is this which flaines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe mattcrlettc and goarie fwords 
T o lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Paris too? 

And tteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houre 
Is guilti e of this lamentable chance? 

JTbe Lady flirs. 

luli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord? 

I doe remember well where I (hould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo ? 

Fri. I hearc fomenoyfc Lady, come from that nett 
Of death, contagion,and vnnaturall fleepe; 

A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted out intents, come, come away. 

Thy 
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• husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
id Paris too, come ile difpofe of thee, 
along a Sifter-hood of holy Nunnes: 

* not to queftion, for the watch is comming, 

Corne. goe good Its.'iet, I dare no longer ftay. 

Extt* 

luli. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What; here? a«op clofd in my true ioues hand? 
p oy f 0 n I fee hathbeene his timeleflc end: 

0 churle, drinke all,and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, I will kifle thy lips, 

Hapnly fomcpoyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me die with a reftoratiuc. 

Thy lip* are warme. 

Eater Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

luli. Yea noife? then ile bebriefe. O happy dagger* 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let ir.c die. 

Boj. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 

Watch. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard# 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach . 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Counticflaine, 

And Iuliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulcts. 

Raife vp the Moantaguet, fome others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woe* doc lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Eater Romeos man. 

Watch, Heres Romeos man , we found him in the Churchyard. 

Chiefs Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

Watch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes , and weepes. 

JL * 







The weft Lament able T rage die 

We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him. 

As he was comming from this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefs Watch. A great fnfpiti on, (lay the Frier too, too. 
Enter the Prince. 

Pr/», What mifaduenture is fo early vp, 

That cals our „erfon from our mornings reft ? 

‘ Enter Capulet and kis-Wife. 

Ca. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. Othepeople in the ftrect cry Tpmeo, 

Some lnhet, and fome Paris, and all runr.e 
With open out-cry to ward our Monument, 

Prin. What feare is this which fiartlcs in your eares ? 
Watch. Soucreigne,hcre lyes the Countie T^wflaine, 
And Romeo dead, and Inliet dead before, 

Warmeand newkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foule murder comes. 
Watch. Here is a Frrer,and flaughtred Romeos man, 

With Inftruments vpon themfit to open 
Thd'cdead mensTombes. 

Cap. O Heauen ! O Wifellooke how our Daughter bleeds 1 
This Dagger hath mi ftane/or lore his houfe, 
Isempticonthebackeof Monntagne, 

And is mifheath’d in my Daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mount ague, 

Prin. Come Mount ague, for theu art early vp 
To fee thy fonneand heife, now early downe. 

Morn. Alas, my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Gricfe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woe coofpires againft my age ? 

Prin . Lookc and thou fhalc fee. 

Moun. O thou vntaught, what manners is in this, 

To preflfe beforethy father to a gfaue ? 

Prin. Seale vp the moneth of out-rage for a while, 

Till we can clecrcthefc ambiguities, v< „ 

And* know their fpring, their head their true defeent, 

“ J And 



x Ken will I be Generali of your woes,’ 

S A u!d YOU eueri to death : meane time forbeare, 

Z Vet mifehance be Qaue to patience, 
fnrth the parties of fufpitton. 

F«. f I am the greatefl, able to doc leaft, 
t moft fufpefted as the time and place 
Y ^make againft me of this direfullmurther ? 
?fh?a7el fbnd both to impeach and purge . 

'fc'f 'ondamned, ,»d n,y Mfc ««[*. _ 

Vrln Then fay atoncewhatthou doftknow in this? 
!p rier I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 

And Hie th«e dead, that ‘Kf.m’s faithfull vvife •• 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday , whofe vnumely death, 
Ranilh’t the new-made Bridegroome from this Cine, 
For whom, and not for Tib ah Juliet i pin’d. 

. You, to remoue that fiege of gride from her, 

Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce. 

To Countie Tarit. Then comes fhe to me. 

And with Wild lookes bid me detfife fome mcanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage s 
Or in my Cell there would fhektll her felfe. 

Then gaue I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

Afleeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As 1 intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time l writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire n’fgnr , 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed gtaue, 

Being the time the potiorts force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier John, 

Was ftayed by accident, and yefternight 
Returned my Letter backe, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking. 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
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Till I conuenicntly could fend to R^omeo. 

But when I came ionic minute ere the time 
Or her awaking, here vntimciy lay, 

The noble Taris, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of Heauen with patience: 

But then a noyfe did fcare me from the Tombe, 

And fhe too defpetate would not goe with me : 

But as it feemesj did violence on her feife. 

AU this I know,and to the Mariage her Nurfe is priuy: 
And ifoughtin thismifcarrycd.by my fault, 

Let myold life be facnfic’d fomc houte before the time, 
jVnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Pri». We ftill hauc known e thee for a holy man. 
Where’s Romeos man ? what can he lay to this ? 

R*l:h. 1 brought my Matter newes of luliett death. 
And then in poll he came from CMantsta, -• 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threarned me with death, going in the Vaulr, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. Giue me the Lettcr,I will lookc on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Matter in this place? 

*Z?ejr.He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies graue, 
A'-d bid me (land aioofe, and fo I did, 

Anon ccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Matter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prw.This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of Louc the tidings of her death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poore Pothecarie, and there withill, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 

Where be thefe enemies? Capu/et, eJM cunt ague} 

See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? 

That Hcaucn finds meaacs to kiU your ioyes wuhlouc, 



And 



if Romeo and Juliet. 

Audi for winking at your difeords too, 

^aue loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniftit. 

Cap. O brother Mount *gne y giue me thy hand 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can giue thee more. 

For I will ray fe her ftarue in pure gold. 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 

There (hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Juliet. 

Cop. As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 
poorc Sacrifices ofout enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some fhall be pardoned, and feme punilhed, 

Forneuer wasa Scorieof more woe. 

Then this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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